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PREFACE 


Most  of  these  baby  animal  stories  are  £rue  tales.  Many  of 
them  are  told  for  the  first  time. 

The  Baby  Orang  and  the  Hunter’s  Baby  Elephant  are  retold 
from  a book  published  many  years  ago  by  our  beloved  friend 
of  animals,  William  T.  Hornaday,  who  gave  us  gracious  per- 
mission when  we  asked  to  use  them  for  the  children. 

In  the  character  F.  G.  the  authors  had  in  mind  the  benefac- 
tress of  a wonderful  zoo  where  live  the  Bfchy^  Monkey,  the  Baby 
Lions,  and  the  Baby  Camel. 

The  Birdman  in  real  life  is  Mr.  Albert  E.  Stillman,  a noted 
writer  of  Bird  Life.  Mr.  Stillman  and  his  Boys’  Bird  Club, 
which  includes  the  son  of  the  authors,  has  been  the  inspiration 
for  this  book.  The  stories  of  the  Baby  Humming  Bird  and  the 
Baby  Bluebird  were  first  written  for  a children’s  magazine  and 
have  been  adapted  with  his  permission  in  this  book. 

Other  persons  mentioned  are  friends  of  the  authors,  and 
Captain,  the  Golden  Eagle,  was  a real  bird. 

To  the  above  friends  of  baby  animals  and  birds  we  hereby 
dedicate  these  stories  and  express  our  indebtedness. 
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Six  Collie  Pups 


CHAPTER  I 

THE  TWINS 

T^kANIEL  and  David  were  twin  boys  eight 
years  old.  They  dearly  loved  all  kinds 
of  pets.  All  summer  they  had  been  on  a big 
farm.  There  were  baby  lambs  and  baby 
calves  and  baby  chickens  on  the  farm.  An 
accident  had  left  Daniel  with  an  injured  leg 
and  he  could  not  walk  when  their  mother 
brought  them  back  to  the  city.  All  they 
could  bring  with  them  was  a puppy  named 
Waldo. 

School  began  soon  after  they  came  back 
to  the  city.  Their  father  had  died  some  years 
before  and  their  mother  was  a teacher. 
David  went  to  the  third  grade  in  the  same 
building  in  which  she  taught.  But  Daniel 
had  to  stay  in  bed  part  of  every  day  and 
could  not  go  to  school.  His  right  leg  was  in 
a splint.  At  noon  his  mother  and  Mary  car- 
ried him  in  a wheel-chair  to  the  sun  porch. 
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— Eugene  J.Hall 

“ There  were  baby  calves  on  the  farm” 


Mary  was  the  nurse.  She  was  very  kind 
and  patient  with  Daniel. 

“ Do  you  know  what  we  want  most  of 
anything,  . Mother  ?”  asked  the  twins  the 
day  before  school  opened. 

“ We  want  a baby  animal  zoo,  all  baby 
animals  — a baby  lion  and  a baby  elephant 
and  a monkey  and  all  the  little  animals  you 
can  think  of.” 


THE  TWINS 
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“It  shall  be  granted,”  said  Mother, 
“ as  soon  as  I wave  my  fairy  wand.”  They 
ail  laughed.  This  was  one  of  their  favorite 
games. 

“ Good,”  cried  the  boys.  “ Now  where 
shall  we  keep  them?” 

“That  is  something  to  think  about,” 
said  Mother.  “ We  might  keep  the  baby 
monkey  in  the  closet,  and  the  baby  elephant 
in  the  cellar,  and  the  baby  kangaroo  in  the 
bathtub.” 

How  the  twins  laughed!  “If  we  had  a 
zoo,  we  would  need  a park  and  a keeper,” 
said  David;  “ and  I suppose  it  would  cost 
a million  dollars.” 

“I  thought  it  was  too  good  to  be  true,” 
said  Daniel. 

“ Let  us  think  it  over  and  see  what  can 
be  done,”  said  Mother.  The  days  would  be 
long  for  Daniel  when  she  and  David  were  at 
school.  She  must  find  something  very  nice 
for  him  to  do.  Why  not  a zoo? 

David  and  Daniel  talked  about  the  baby 
animals  all  day.  That  night  when  they  got 
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into  their  beds,  Mother  came  and  sat  between 
them  as  she  always  did  at  bedtime.  Waldo 
jumped  upon  her  lap  ready  to  go  to  sleep,  too. 

“The  worst  thing  about  baby  animals  is 
that  they  grow  up,”  she  said.  “Then  even 
if  we  had  a million-dollar  zoo,  before  we 
knew  it  we  would  have  nothing  but  big 
elephants  and  tigers  and  lions,  and  what  we 
would  do  with  all  of  them  I can  hardly  think. 
At  any  rate,  baby  animals  cannot  be  taken 
from  their  mothers,  so  we  would  have  to  have 
big  ones,  too.” 

“I  guess  we  will  have  to  think  of  something 
else,  then,”  said  Daniel. 

“No,”  said  Mother,  “we  will  not  give  up 
the  zoo.  We  cannot  own  a real  zoo,  but  we 
can  have  a story  zoo.  We  can  adopt  all  the 
baby  animals  we  hear  about  and  take  an 
interest  in  them  until  they  are  grown.  Then 
we  can  easily  get  some  more.  We  can  go  to 
the  parks  to  see  the  animal  babies,  and  read 
about  all  the  baby  animals  we  find.  We  can 
ask  our  friends  to  tell  us  of  the  babies  they 
know.” 
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“I  will  ask  the  children  at  school/’  said 
David.  “They  can  come  to  see  Daniel  and 
tell  him  all  about  their  pets.” 

“ I will  have  the  children  in  my  room  look- 
ing for  baby  animals/’  said  Mother,  “ and 
soon  we  shall  have  a wonderful  zoo.” 

“I  shall  make  a book,”  said  Daniel,  “a 
Baby  Animal  Book,  telling  all  about  them. 
We  will  keep  our  zoo  in  a baby  animal 
book.” 

“That  is  just  the  thing  to  do,”  said 
Mother.  “ Now  go  to  sleep  and  dream  about 
your  baby  lions  and  tigers  until  we  get  some 
real  ones.  Maybe  we  will  find  a fairy 
godmother  to  help  our  dreams  come  true.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  What  are  some  rules  that  sick  people  have  to  obey 
to  get  well? 

2.  Can  you  think  of  a better  plan  to  keep  a sick  boy 
happy  than  an  animal  zoo  ? 

3.  What  would  happen  if  baby  animals  did  not  grow 
up? 

4.  Why  are  animal  babies  more  interesting  than  grown 
ones? 


CHAPTER  II 

THE  BABY  ANIMAL  BOOK 


lUf OTHER  and  David  looked  so  fresh  and 
happy  all  ready  for  school  the  next  morn- 
ing. Daniel  smiled  at  them  even  though  he 
hated  to  see  them  go. 

“Good-by,  dear,”  said  Mother,  “ There 
will  be  a package  coming  up  in  about  an 
hour.  You  may  have  it  after  Mary  has 
given  you  your  bath.  I shall  not  tell  you 
what  it  is.  I shall  not  tell  David  either. 
He  must  wait  until  noon  to  know  the  secret. 
He  can  see  it  when  he  comes  home  to  lunch.” 

“Good-by,  Daniel,”  said  David.  “ We 
shall  have  many  things  to  tell  you  when  we 
come  home.  Here,  Waldo,  you  must  not 
let  Daniel  get  lonely  without  us.”  David 
lifted  the  fat  puppy  into  Daniel's  arms. 
Waldo  dug  his  soft  paws  into  the  lame  boy's 
hair. 

“I  wish  Daniel  could  go  to  school  too,” 
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said  David,  as  they  walked  down  the  street. 
“We  always  had  such  good  times  together.” 

“I  wish  so  too,”  said  Mother.  “But  we 
will  bring  him  everything  he  needs,  and  he 
can  be  very  happy  even  though  he  must  stay 
at  home  this  year.” 

Daniel  had  a rough-and-tumble  with 
Waldo  before  he  called  Mary  to  feed  the 
puppy. 

Mary  was  getting  the  water  for  Daniel's 
bath.  “What  do  you  suppose  is  in  the  pack- 
age that  is  coming?”  she  asked. 

“Do  you  know,  Mary?  Please  tell  me.” 

“I  can  guess,”  said  Mary,  “but  I promised 
not  to  tell.  Maybe  it  will  be  here  when  you 
are  through  with  your  bath.” 

Daniel  was  hardly  dressed  when  a ring 
came  at  the  door. 

“ I wish  you  would  hurry,  Mary.  If  I 
could  only  get  out  of  bed,  I would  beat  you 
to  the  door.” 

Mary  came  back,  smiling,  and  put  a 
heavy  box  on  the  bed.  “Do  you  want  to 
guess?  ” she  asked. 
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“ I have  been  guessing  all  the  morning,” 
said  Daniel.  “ Bring  a knife  to  cut  the 
strings.  I guess  it  is  a set  of  books.  May- 
be they  are  about  baby  animals.” 

Mary  was  folding  the  string  up  neatly. 
“Now,  take  off  the  cover  of  the  box,”  she 
said. 

Inside  was  the  typewriter  that  Daniel's 
father  had  carried  about  in  a case.  It  was 
a small  machine  mounted  on  a little  table 
that  could  rest  on  the  bed.  Mother  had 
taken  it  to  the  shop  the  day  before  and  had 
had  it  put  in  order. 

“ Daddy's  typewriter  all  fixed  up  for  me!  ” 
shouted  Daniel.  “Now  I can  write  a book. 
Who  is  going  to  teach  me  to  use  it?  ” 

“ John  will,”  said  Mary.  “He  is  my 
grandson.  He  has  a lesson  every  day  at 
school,  and  I shall  have  him  come  and  teach 
you.” 

“ I am  glad  my  fingers  are  good  even  if  my 
legs  and  back  are  not,”  said  Daniel. 

“That  is  fine,”  said  Mary.  “You  will 
have  plenty  of  time  for  your  book.  You 
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would  never  write  one  if  you  could  run  and 
play  all  the  time.” 

Daniel  had  a lesson  twice  a week  on  the 
typewriter  and  was  soon  using  it  very  well. 

f I can  think  of  things  to  write  and  I know 
how  to  find  all  the  letters  with  my  eyes  shut,  but 
I do  not  know  how  to  spell,”  he  said  one  night. 

“ We  will  have  a spelling  lesson  every  day,” 
said  Mother.  “ You  can  study  the  words  as 
you  lie  in  bed  in  the  morning  and  write  them 
on  the  typewriter  in  the  afternoon.” 

The  next  morning  Mother  made  a list  of 
words  for  Daniel  to  learn.  The  first  one  was 
baby. 

“ Oh,”  said  Daniel ; “I  know  how  to  spell 
baby.  I learned  that  last  year.” 

“How  about  animal ?”  laughed  Mother, 
“and  elephant  and  keeper  and  kangaroo?  ” 
“I  shall  need  all  those  animal  words,” 
said  Daniel. 

“Have  you  told  the  children  at  school 
about  my  animal  book?  ” 

“ Yes,”  said  Mother,  “ and  they  are  going 
to  help  you  all  they  can.  There  are  thirty 
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Moving  to  a New  Home 

boys  and  girls  looking  for  baby  animals 
already.” 

In  came  David  waving  his  cap.  “ I have 
something  great  to  tell  you,”  he  called. 
“ There  is  a boy  in  my  room  named  Martin 
and  his  father  has  a big  car.  He  said  if 
Daniel  could  ride,  they  would  take  him  to 
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the  park  to  see  the  baby  monkey.  The 
driver  will  carry  Daniel  to  a bench  right 
beside  the  monkey  cage.  Can  he  go, 
Mother?  ” 

“I  will  ask  the  doctor  to-night,”  said 
Mother. 

“Fine,”  said  the  doctor.  “Some  day  I 
will  take  you  to  the  park  myself.  I wish  I 
had  time  to  visit  that  baby  monkey.  I want 
you  to  tell  me  all  about  it  when  I come  again. 
Take  plenty  of  pillows  and  drive  slowly.” 

“ When  can  Martin  come?  ” asked  Daniel, 
almost  too  happy  to  talk. 

“ Saturday,  right  after  lunch,”  said  David. 
“ I will  tell  him  to-morrow  that  we  can  go.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Make  a list  of  ten  animal  names  for  Daniel  to  learn 
to  spell. 

2.  What  three  animal  names  do  you  think  are  hardest 
to  spell? 

3.  Draw  some  animal  pictures. 

4.  Do  you  know  any  kind  people  who  give  auto  rides 
to  the  sick? 


CHAPTER  III 
THE  BABY  MONKEY 
TLY  after  noon  on  Saturday  the  horn 


on  the  big  car  called  honk!  honk!  before 
the  twins’  door.  The  driver  carried  Daniel 
out  very  gently  in  his  arms.  Mother  and 
David  ran  before  with  pillows,  and  Martin 
held  open  the  door  to  the  back  seat.  Soon 
Daniel  was  lying  where  he  could  look  out 
through  the  windows  with  Mother  on  a 
small  seat  beside  him. 

Martin  and  David  sat  in  the  front  seat 
with  the  driver  and  they  were  off.  The 
sunshine  was  bright  and  warm.  It  was  a 
great  treat  to  the  boy  who  had  been  so  long 
in  bed. 

The  driver  carried  Daniel  through  the 
gate  that  led  to  the  zoo  and  laid  him  on 
the  bench  before  the  monkey  cage.  Several 
people  rose  to  make  room  for  him,  for  there 
was  always  a crowd  before  that  cage. 
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There  was  hardly  a funny  trick  those  mon- 
keys were  not  doing.  One  was  turning 
handsprings.  Another  was  playing  with  a 
string.  They  ran  from  one  side  of  the  cage 
to  the  other  and  curled  their  long  tails 
around  the  top  bars.  With  a long  reach 
they  caught  the  bars  in  front  with  their 
hands.  They  chased  one  another  and 
reached  their  long  arms  through  the  bars  to 
the  people  who  were  looking  on. 

It  was  some  time  before  they  saw  the 
mother  monkey.  On  her  back  was  the  baby. 
His  tiny  tail  was  tightly  wrapped  about 
hers.  His  little  claws  held  firmly  to  the  fur 
on  her  sides  and  back.  In  this  way  he 
hung  on  with  all  his  might  as  she  leaped 
about  the  cage. 

Sometimes  he  lifted  his  head  and  looked 
at  the  boys  with  queer,  big,  bright  eyes ; 
then  he  hid  his  face  in  his  mother’s  fur. 

How  the  boys  laughed! 

“ Does  the  little  monkey  stay  on  the 
mother’s  back  all  the  time?  ” asked  Daniel. 

“Let  us  ask  the  keeper,”  said  Mother. 
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“On  her  back  was  the  baby  monkey” 


“Yes,  until  he  is  well  grown/ ' said  the 
keeper. 

“ Does  he  sleep  on  his  mother's  back,  too?  ” 
asked  David. 

“No,  at  night  his  mother  holds  him  in  her 
arms  like  a real  human  baby." 

“ When  do  you  feed  them?  ” asked  Mother. 

“They  will  have  their  dinner  about  four 
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— Cincinnati  Zoo 

“Now  bring  on  a big  dinner” 


o’clock,”  said  the  keeper.  “I  am  going  to 
cut  up  the  fruit  and  vegetables  now.” 
“What  did  they  have  for  breakfast?” 
asked  Martin. 

“Only  a half  slice  of  bread  apiece,  but  to- 
night I shall  give  them  tomatoes  and  melons 
and  bananas  and  apples.  Oh,  yes,  and  some 
onions.  Monkeys  like  onions  and  lettuce.” 
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There  was  a great  scampering  in  the  cage 
as  the  food  was  tossed  in.  The  mother  mon- 
key snatched  a piece  of  an  apple  in  one  hand 
and  an  onion  in  the  other.  Then  she 
grabbed  a piece  of  melon  in  her  mouth.  She 
looked  at  Father  Monkey  and  snarled  as  if 
she  said,  “You  cannot  have  this.”  But 
Father  Monkey  had  no  better  manners.  He 
glared  at  Mother  Monkey  and  filled  both 
hands  and  his  mouth  and  squeaked  rudely 
as  he  jumped  to  a shelf  on  one  side  of  the 
cage. 

“ Such  bad  manners  to  set  before  that  baby 
monkey,”  said  Daniel;  “he  will  snatch  and 
snarl  and  bite  when  he  grows  up.” 

“ He  will,”  said  the  keeper.  “ Just  now  his 
mother  feeds  him  and  he  does  not  have  to 
fight  for  his  food.” 

When  the  monkeys  had  eaten  their  supper 
and  were  playing  about  the  cage  again, 
a little  girl  came  along  with  peanuts.  She 
slipped  under  the  rail  and  tried  to  hand 
them  to  Father  Monkey.  As  quick  as  a 
wink  the  monkey  reached  through  the  cage 
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“This  makes  my  teeth  ache” 


and  snatched  her  hair  ribbon.  Up  the  side 
of  the  cage  he  flew,  waving  it  in  one  hand. 
The  little  girl  began  to  cry. 

The  keeper  hurried  into  the  cage  to  see  if 
he  could  save  the  ribbon,  but  when  the 
monkey  saw  him  coming  he  tore  it  into  bits. 
Then  when  the  keeper  turned  to  hand  the  girl 
the  pieces  of  her  ribbon,  the  monkey  bit  him 
on  the  leg.  It  was  half  in  play,  but  the  keeper 
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could  not  let  the  monkey  bite  him,  even  in 
play. 

“You  must  be  punished,  Mr.  Monkey,” 
said  the  keeper,  rubbing  his  leg.  “Wait 
until  I catch  you ! ” 

“ Are  you  going  to  whip  him?  ” asked  the 
boys. 

“No,”  said  the  keeper.  “When  I catch 
him,  I shall  pinch  his  ear.  A monkey  is  in 
great  disgrace  if  his  ear  is  pinched.  He  will 
keep  out  of  my  way  and  mind  me  well  for 
weeks  after  I have  punished  him  that  way.” 

“It  was  very  foolish  of  the  little  girl  to  go 
under  the  rail,”  said  Daniel,  as  he  was  being 
carried  back  to  the  car. 

“There  was  a sign  that  told  her  to  keep 
out,”  said  Martin. 

“ There  was  another  that  said,  ‘ Do  not 
feed  the  animals/”  said  David.  “The 
keeper  told  me  a monkey  died  a few  days 
ago  because  a man  fed  him  candy.” 

“I  do  not  think  she  will  do  it  again,” 
said  Mother.  “ Are  you  going  to  adopt  that 
baby  monkey?  ” 
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“ Indeed  I am,”  said  Daniel.  “I  shall  put 
him  in  my  animal  book  to-morrow.” 
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When  they  were  at  home  again  and  the 
driver  lifted  Daniel  out  of  the  car,  he  said  : 
“I  have  a friend  who  used  to  be  a great 
hunter.  He  has  been  all  over  the  world  to 
get  animals  for  the  zoo.  He  likes  to  tell 
stories.  Shall  I ask  him  to  come  to  see 
you  and  tell  you  about  the  animals  he  has 
caught  for  the  circus  and  the  parks?  ” 

“ Oh,  do ! ” said  the  twins.  “ That  will  be 
wonderful ! Thank  you,  Martin,  for  the 
lovely  ride.” 

Mother  could  hardly  get  the  twins  to  go  to 
bed  that  night,  there  was  so  much  to  talk 
about. 

“ I must  write  all  day  to-morrow  or  I will 
forget  some  of  it,”  said  Daniel. 

Things  To  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  What  is  the  funniest  monkey  trick  you  ever  heard 
of? 

2.  Do  you  know  of  any  other  animal  that  carries  its 
young  with  it  all  the  time  ? 

3.  Why  do  you  find  monkeys  interesting? 

4.  What  use  does  the  monkey  make  of  his  tail?  What 
do  other  animals  use  their  tails  for? 


CHAPTER  IV 

THE  HUNTER’S  BABY  ORANG 

rpHREE  days  later  two  bright-eyed  twins 
were  hearing  the  story  of  a baby  orang. 
The  Hunter  sat  by  Daniel’s  bed  and  David 
sat  on  the  floor  near  by,  holding  Waldo  in 
his  arms. 

# “ When  I was  hunting  in  the  East  some 
years  ago,”  said  the  Hunter,  “ I came  upon  a 
baby  orang  up  in  a tree  top.  He  was  hang- 
ing to  a branch  by  one  arm  and  looked  like 
a big,  red  spider.  The  little  monkey  did  not 
seem  to  be  afraid,  but  looked  down  at  me 
as  if  I were  a strange,  new  animal. 

“ I was  a good  shot,  so  with  a bullet  from 
my  rifle  I cut  the  twig  to  which  he  hung. 
Down  he  fell  into  the  water.  The  poor  little 
fellow  could  not  swim,  and  before  we  could 
reach  him  with  the  boat  he  nearly  drowned. 
But  we  warmed  him  and  brought  him  back 
to  life. 

* Retold  by  permission  from  Hornaday. 
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What  a Queer  Toy  for  a Young  Orang 

“The  little  orang  was  about  six  months 
old.  He  weighed  about  as  much  as  a real 
baby  and  was  very  lively  and  a great  fighter. 
He  kept  trying  to  pull  my  hands  to  his 
mouth  to  bite  them.  I had  to  tie  his  arms 
together  behind  his  back  and  his  feet  to  the 
side  of  the  boat  while  I rowed  back  to  the 
shore.  This  made  the  little  beast  very  angry, 
and  he  squealed  and  whined. 


BABY  ORANG 


23 


“I  took  him  home,  but  he  gave  me  no 
end  of  trouble.  Once  when  I was  not  watch- 
ing, he  seized  the  calf  of  my  leg  and  bit  me. 
If  it  had  not  been  for  my  thick  hunting  boots 
the  little  scamp  would  have  had  a mouthful 
of  my  flesh.  I gave  him  a smart  slap  on  the 
side  of  his  head  and  he  let  go;  but  for  many 
days  I carried  a big  black-and-blue  mark  to 
show  how  my  baby  loved  me. 

“I  did  not  know  how  to  feed  him,  so  I 
waited  until  he  was  very  hungry  and  tried 
his  taste  with  a banana.  He  ate  it  greedily 
and  began  to  look  upon  me  as  a friend..  He 
no  longer  tried  to  bite  me,  but  began  to 
whine  softly  when  I came  near,  rolling  his 
bright  eyes  as  if  to  say,  ‘Give  me  something 
to  eat,  please/ 

“ I made  him  a bed  of  a pile  of  straw  and 
he  crawled  in  and  curled  himself  up  and  went 
to  sleep. 

“ My  little  orang  was  no  beauty.  Indeed 
he  was  as  ugly  as  any  pet  I ever  owned. 
He  made  r^ie  think  of  a little  old  man.  His 
head  was  bald  and  his  face  full  of  wrinkles. 
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The  Orang  Learning  to  Sit  in  a Chair 

His  eyes  were  bright  and  large  and  his  fore- 
head very  small.  He  had  such  a sober  look 
that  I named  him  ‘ Judge.’ 

“ Judge’s  little  body  was  short  and  thick, 
while  his  arms  were  long;  and  his  legs  so 
short  that  he  could  touch  the  ground  with 
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his  hands.  Walking  about  on  four  feet,  he 
was  very  awkward;  but  when  he  was  jump- 
ing or  climbing,  he  was  as  quick  as  a cat. 

“It  was  three  or  four  days  before  Judge 
would  allow  me  to  hold  him  in  my  arms. 
He  seemed  to  think  I would  play  a trick  on 
him  and  let  him  fall.  He  was  very  fond  of 
bananas,  so  I made  him  climb  up  on  my 
shoulder  to  get  them.  Then  I held  a banana 
as  far  above  my  head  as  I could  reach,  and 
Judge  climbed  up  my  body  and  arm  to  reach 
it,  just  as  he  would  climb  a tree. 

“ Soon  he  liked  to  be  held  in  my  arms. 
When  I got  tired  of  holding  him,  he  would 
grasp  the  folds  of  my  coat  and  hang  on  and 
cuddle  himself  against  my  body. 

“ He  liked  to  sit  in  my  lap  while  I was 
reading  or  writing  or  eating.  Sometimes  he 
caught  hold  of  my  book  or  pulled  the  table- 
cloth. Once  while  I was  eating  my  dinner, 
he  made  a grab  at  the  meat  on  my  plate, 
and  had  his  teeth  in  it  before  I knew  what  he 
was  doing.” 

Here,  the  twins,  who  had  been  very  quiet, 
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Judge  Weighs  Himself 


laughed  loud  and  long  and  the  Hunter 
laughed  too. 

“ I was  afraid  to  give  him  meat,  so  I made 
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him  let  it  go.  Then  he  climbed  on  the  back 
of  my  chair  and  put  his  chin  on  my  shoulder 
while  he  watched  every  bite  most  sadly. 

“ Judge  could  eat  seven  bananas  now  without 
stopping,  but  I wanted  to  teach  him  to  like 
some  other  food.  One  day  as  I was  eating 
boiled  rice,  he  sat  in  my  lap.  I noticed  that 
he  followed  every  spoonful  with  his  eyes  as  it 
went  from  the  bowl  to  my  mouth.  I offered 
him  some  rice,  but  he  would  not  take  it. 

“ I knew  that  children  always  want  what 
they  cannot  have.  Perhaps  this  was  true 
of  Judge.  I began  to  pass  each  spoonful  of 
rice  close  to  his  mouth  on  its  way  to  mine. 
He  began  to  open  his  mouth  whenever  he 
saw  the  spoon  coming ; then  he  was  sorry 
when  it  went  to  mine.  When  he  saw  it  pass 
by  so  often  he  began  to  want  it  very  much. 
At  last  he  began  to  struggle  and  reach  and 
almost  fight  for  it.  So  when  at  last  I gave 
him  some  he  ate  it  with  great  joy.  After 
that  he  ate  rice  every  day.  Later  he  learned 
to  eat  cooked  meat  and  vegetables  and  all 
kinds  of  fruit.  He  even  drank  tea  and  coffee. 
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“I  don’t  understand  you” 


“ Judge  grew  large  and  fat  and  full  of  fun. 
He  liked  to  play  games  with  me.  One  of  his 
tricks  was  to  seize  my  hand  and  draw  it  to 
his  mouth  and  pretend  to  bite  it  very  hard ; 


BABY  ORANG 


29 


but  he  always  bit  very  gently.  Sometimes  he 
coaxed  me  to  laugh  by  making  ugly  faces  at  me. 

“ In  the  daytime  he  slept  with  his  head  on 
my  shoulder  and  his  face  close  to  my  neck. 
He  was  a clean  little  animal.  It  was  all 
right  until  he  got  to  sneezing  in  his  sleep. 
Then  I had  to  make  him  sleep  in  his  own  bed. 

“ I trained  him  to  do  some  cunning  tricks 
and  was  very  fond  of  him.  But  when  I came 
back  to  America  he  was  quite  grown.  Since 
I could  not  keep  him  with  me  as  I went 
about,  I sold  him  to  a zoo.” 

“Will  you  come  again?”  asked  the  boys. 
“ We  are  sure  you  have  more  stories.” 

“ Thank  you,  I shall  come  again  soon  and 
tell  you  about  my  baby  elephant,”  said  the 
old  Hunter.  “I  like  boys,  and  I like  to  talk 
about  my  days  across  the  sea.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Which  would  you  like  better  for  a pet,  an  orang  or 
a dog?  Why? 

2.  Name  some  animals  that  eat  meat  and  some  that 
do  not.  What  is  the  difference  in  their  teeth? 

3.  What  animals  are  easy  to  train?  Why? 


CHAPTER  V 

WALDO,  THE  PUPPY 

“ M ARY,  do  you  think  Waldo  is  old  enough 
to  learn  some  tricks?  ” asked  Daniel 
the  next  morning.  “ I would  like  to  teach 
him  as  the  Hunter  taught  the  monkey.  ” 
“You  might  try/’  said  Mary.  “It  takes 
a great  deal  of  time  to  teach  an  animal. 
Can  you  be  very  patient?  ” 

Fat  little  Waldo  was  lapping  milk  from  a 
dish  by  the  stove.  Soon  he  began  to  bound 
about  the  room  like  a ball.  “ Come  here, 
Waldo,”  said  Daniel. 

Waldo  paid  no  attention.  Daniel  whistled 
softly  and  Waldo  looked  up.  He  caught 
hold  of  one  end  of  the  bedspread  and  hung 
on  with  his  little  teeth.  Daniel  whistled 
again  and  Waldo  dug  his  claws  into  the 
spread  and  pulled  himself  upon  the  bed. 

“Oh,  look,  Mary!  he  climbed  up  by  him- 
self,” cried  Daniel. 
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— Eugene  J.  Hall 


“ Sit  up,  Waldo ! ” 

Waldo  liked  the  big,  soft  bed.  He  began  to 
look  for  a place  to  take  a nap  after  his  break- 
fast, but  Daniel  wanted  to  begin  his  training. 
“ Sit  up,  Waldo,”  he  said  in  a stern  voice. 

The  puppy  paid  no  attention.  He  went 
to  the  foot  of  the  bed  and  curled  up  to  sleep. 

“ You  had  better  wait  until  he  is  hungry,” 
said  Mary.  “ You  know  the  Hunter  taught 
the  monkey  when  he  was  hungry.” 
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Daniel  let  Waldo  sleep  while  he  had  his 
bath  and  learned  his  spelling  lesson. 

When  he  saw  a bright  eye  peeping  out,  he 
whistled,  and  Waldo  began  to  sniff  around 
his  pillow. 

Mary  brought  a lump  of  sugar.  “ First 
give  him  a little  taste,”  she  said.  Daniel 
rubbed  the  sugar  on  the  puppy’s  nose. 
Waldo  licked  it  with  his  little  red  tongue. 
He  gave  a puppy  bark  and  reached  for  more. 
Daniel  held  it  above  his  head  and  said,  “ Sit 
up,  Waldo.” 

Waldo  stretched  his  little  nose  until  he 
stood  up  on  his  hind  legs  while  Daniel  gave 
him  another  taste  of  the  sugar.  Finally, 
Waldo  found  he  could  have  the  sugar  only 
when  he  sat  up  on  his  hind  feet  and  reached, 
but  it  was  a long  time  before  he  would  sit 
still  and  bark  for  it. 

Day  after  day  Daniel  worked  with  Waldo 
before  he  taught  him  to  sit  up  nicely.  The 
naughty  puppy  reached  with  his  paws  ; he 
barked  naughty,  saucy  barks.  He  jumped 
and  snatched  the  sugar. 
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“ Perhaps  he  is  not  old  enough,”  said  Mary 
one  day  when  Waldo  slid  down  the  covers  and 
hid  under  the  bed  because  Daniel  scolded  him. 

“ He  is  growing  older  every  day,”  said 
Daniel.  “If  I am  going  to  be  an  animal 
trainer  when  I grow  up,  I must  not  fail  to 
make  a puppy  sit  up.  We  will  not  tell 
David  and  Mother  about  it  until  I get  him 
trained.” 

Day  after  day  Daniel  worked.  Waldo 
loved  his  lump  of  sugar  very  much.  One 
morning  when  he  would  not  sit  up  properly, 
Daniel  did  not  give  him  his  sugar.  Waldo 
whined  and  begged,  but  Daniel  told  Mary  to 
put  it  away. 

The  next  morning  Waldo  had  to  go  with- 
out his  sugar  again.  He  sat  up  and  begged, 
but  still  no  lump. 

The  third  morning  he  sat  very  still  and 
did  not  bark  until  Daniel  said,  “ Beg,  Waldo ! ” 
The  little  dog  barked  three  times  and  Daniel 
patted  him  on  the  head  and  gave  him  the 
sugar.  In  a few  days  more  he  did  very  well 
and  was  ready  to  show  off. 
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— Courtesy  Cornelia  Clarke 


This  Puppy  Wears  a White  Cross  on  his  Breast 


Martin  came  in  to  see  Daniel  that  night 
with  David. 

Waldo  had  had  no  sugar  lump  that  day 
though  he  had  climbed  on  the  bed  and  whined 
several  times.  Martin  was  holding  Waldo  in 
his  arms  while  David  told  about  a new  game 
they  had  played  at  school.  Mary  came  in 
quietly  and  slipped  the  sugar  into  Daniel’s 
hand. 
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Daniel  waited  until  David’s  story  was 
done.  Then  he  gave  a soft  whistle.  Waldo 
lifted  his  little  head,  jumped  out  of  Martin’s 
arms,  and  climbed  up  the  side  of  the  bed. 

“Look  at  him!”  cried  David;  “I  never 
saw  him  do  that  before.” 

“Sit  up!”  said  Daniel. 

Waldo  sat  up  before  Daniel  and  held  his 
paws  primly  in  front  of  him. 

“Now  beg ! ” said  Daniel,  and  he  held  the 
sugar  lump  above  Waldo’s  head.  Waldo 
barked  three  times  and  sat  very  still,  looking 
at  Daniel. 

“ Mother,  Mother,  come  quick  and  see 
Waldo,”  cried  David. 

Waldo’s  little  eyes  shone  and  he  begged 
again.  Then  Daniel  tossed  the  sugar  into 
his  mouth  and  stroked  his  head. 

“ Let  me  try  it,  let  me  try  it,”  said  David. 
But  Waldo  scampered  all  about  the  room 
and  rolled  and  tumbled  on  the  floor.  He 
would  beg  only  for  his  trainer,  Daniel. 
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Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  What  is  the  most  interesting  dog  trick  you  know? 

2.  How  would  you  train  a dog?  Would  you  punish 
him? 

3.  How  could  a lion  be  tamed  or  trained? 

4.  What  are  the  most  interesting  tricks  you  ever  saw 
at  a circus? 


— New  York  Zoological  Society 

Timber  Wolf  Puppies 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE  BABY  BEAVERS 


“ TT7HAT  do  you  suppose  my  children  did 
to-day?  ” asked  Mother  one  evening 
as  she  came  home  from  school. 

Daniel  had  worked  hard  all  the  afternoon 
writing  the  monkey  stories  with  his  type- 
writer. They  had  to  be  done  over  a great 
many  times  before  they  went  into  the  book 
covers  that  David’s  teacher  had  sent  him. 

“Tell  me  quick/’  said  Daniel. 

“They  made  a story  for  your  book/’ 
said  Mother. 

“Is  it  a good  one?  ” asked  Daniel. 

“ You  may  be  the  judge/’  said  Mother. 
“We  have  been  working  at  it  ever  since  school 
opened.  They  have  been  studying  about  the 
busy  beaver  for  weeks,  and  to-day  we  finished 
our  story.” 

“ Read  it  to  me/’  said  Daniel,  stretching 
his  tired  arms. 
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So  Mother  read: 

“ The  baby  beavers  came  to  live  in  the 
beaver’s  lodge  in  the  spring.  They  made  a 
faint,  whining  cry.  Their  fur  was  grayish 
brown.  Their  ears  were  small  and  dark  and 
they  had  long  sharp  claws  on  their  little 
feet. 

“ The  lodge  was  a little  house  of  mud  and 
sticks  like  a large  bowl  turned  upside  down. 
It  was  built  at  the  edge  of  the  pond.  For 
three  weeks  they  stayed  in  their  dark  little 
home.  Then  their  mother  brought  them 
out  into  the  pond.  How  nice  the  sunshine 
seemed ! They  learned  to  swim  at  once  because 
beavers  swim  as  easily  as  ducks.  They  dived 
under  the  water  and  were  not  at  all  afraid. 

“ Bobby  Beaver  chased  Sally  Beaver  around 
a water  lily.  They  splashed  the  water  with 
their  flat  little  tails.  Johnny  Beaver  hid 
under  a lily  leaf  while  Bobby  swam  about  to 
hunt  him. 

“ Bobby  Beaver  climbed  up  a log  that 
reached  above  the  water  and  Johnny  pushed 
him  off  into  the  stream.  Sally  sat  on  the 
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Baby  Beavers 


bank,  smoothing  down  her  soft  fur  with  her 
toes.  Her  front  legs  were  very  short  and  her 
hind  feet  had  webs  between  the  toes  like  a 
duck.  She  used  them  for  paddles  when  she 
swam. 

“ They  were  a happy  little  family.  Mother 
Beaver  swam  about  in  the  water  watching 
her  little  ones,  for  she  knew  there  were  great 
birds  with  hungry  beaks  waiting  to  catch 
her  babies.  Only  that  morning  she  had  seen 
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a dark  shadow  over  the  water  and  she  knew 
it  was  a big,  hungry  hawk.  Hawks  like  to 
eat  tender  little  beaver  kittens. 

“ All  at  once  Mother  Beaver  gave  the  water 
a smart  slap  with  her  big  flat  tail.  The 
little  beavers  knew  this  meant  to  hide  quickly. 
They  dived  under  the  water  to  their  lodge. 

“ A few  weeks  later  the  little  beavers  were 
trying  their  sharp  teeth.  Bobby  Beaver  bit 
off  the  branch  of  a small  tree  and  found  the 
bark  was  very  tender  and  good.  He  took 
several  bites.  Johnny  and  Sally  were  eating 
the  twigs  of  young  shrubs  and  carrying  some 
of  them  to  the  food  pile. 

“ They  saw  Father  Beaver  carrying  mud  in 
his  paws  to  mend  a hole  in  the  beaver  dam. 
The  beavers  make  a dam  to  keep  the  water 
always  deep  and  safe  in  their  pond. 

“ Mother  Beaver  was  usually  at  home,  but 
one  day  she  left  them  to  go  for  her  dinner 
of  bark.  The  baby  beavers  were  having  so 
much  fun  that  they  forgot  to  watch  for  dark 
shadows.  As  the  mother  came  back  she  saw 
the  black  wings  of  a hawk  brushing  the 
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The  Mother  Beaver  Heard  the  Hawk 

water.  Quick  as  a flash  she  struck  the 
water  with  her  tail,  but  it  was  too  late.  The 
big,  greedy  hawk  had  snatched  Bobby  Beaver. 
Bobby  gave  a squeak  as  the  hawk  rose  in  the 
air.  Mother  Beaver  was  wild  with  fear ; 
she  slapped  the  water  again  and  again. 

“ Suddenly,  splash  at  her  feet  fell  Bobby 
Beaver!  His  poor  little  back  was  torn  by 
the  claws  of  the  hawk,  and  he  was  so  weak 
he  could  hardly  breathe.  The  mother’s 
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noise  had  scared  the  hawk  so  he  lost  his 
hold  and  Bobby  was  saved. 

“ Bobby  lived  to  be  a very  old  beaver. 
Perhaps  it  was  because  he  had  had  such  a 
good  lesson  when  he  was  small. 

“ All  the  little  beavers  stayed  under  water 
for  several  days.  They  came  out  at  dark  to 
get  their  supper.  As  they  grew  older,  they 
learned  that  it  was  safer  to  work  at  night 
when  their  enemies  were  asleep. 

“ The  little  beavers  played  all  summer,  but 
when  winter  came  they  stayed  in  their  lodge 
and  were  snug  and  warm.” 

“That  is  a fine  story,”  said  Daniel.  “I 
will  typewrite  it  and  put  it  into  my 
book.  Thank  the  children  very  much.  Shall 
I send  them  my  monkey  story  to  read?  ” 

“That  is  just  what  they  wanted  you  to 
do,”  said  Mother. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Name  some  animals  that  are  trapped  for  their  fur. 

2.  What  is  a web  foot  and  what  is  it  good  for? 

3.  What  animals  and  birds  have  web  feet? 


CHAPTER  VII 

MOTHERS  EXCHANGE  BABIES 

It  was  raining  hard.  Mother  had  to  stay 
at  school  for  a meeting  and  David  had  not 
come  home  at  the  usual  time. 

“ I am  too  tired  for  the  typewriter  to-day/  ’ 
said  Daniel,  “ and  there  is  nothing  else  to  do. 
Mary,  did  you  ever  have  a baby  animal  pet?  ” 

“Yes,”  said  Mary,  “to  be  sure  I did.  I 
have  been  saving  up  my  story  to  tell  you  on 
just  such  a day  as  this.  Wait  until  I get 
my  knitting. 

“ When  I lived  with  my  grandmother  many 
years  ago,  we  had  an  old  gray  cat  named 
Trix.  She  was  a great  pet  and  used  to  lie 
by  the  kitchen  stove.  One  spring  she  had 
a nice  family  of  kittens ; but,  one  by  one, 
something  happened  to  them,  so  there  was 
only  one  ragged  little  fellow  left.  He  did 
not  stay  with  his  mother,  but  followed  the 
men  to  the  barn  and  lived  there.  We  called 
him  Rags. 
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“The  old  mother  cat  seemed  very  lonely, 
so  I used  to  give  her  an  extra  pat  to  make 
up  for  her  ungrateful  son. 

“ One  day  grandmother  went  to  the  barn 
and  brought  in  a handful  of  little  yellow 
chickens.  They  were  so  weak  they  could 
hardly  walk.  The  mother  hen  had  left  the 
nest  with  the  strong  ones,  and  these  poor 
little  fellows  were  left  behind  because  they 
could  not  follow  her.  Grandma  put  them 
in  a box  beside  the  stove  and  covered  them 
up  nice  and  warm. 

“ ‘ Do  you  suppose  Trix  will  eat  them?  ’ she 
asked  Aunt  Jane,  who  was  cooking  at  the  stove. 

“‘No,  I think  not/  said  Aunt  Jane. 
‘ Only  hungry  cats  eat  chickens.  Trix  is  well 
fed.’ 

“ I watched  the  chickens  for  a while,  but 
Trix  paid  no  attention  to  their  ‘peep,  peep, 
peep.’ 

“In  the  morning  what  do  you  think  we 
found?  ” 

“ Did  she  eat  the  chickens  after  all?  ” asked 
Daniel. 
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— Eugene  J.  Hall 


“ The  Mother  Cat  had  the  Chickens  Cuddled  under  her  Soft  Fur  ” 

“ No,”  said  Mary,  “ the  mother  cat  had 
climbed  into  the  box  with  the  chickens  and 
had  them  all  cuddled  up  against  her  warm 
fur.  She  was  purring  joyfully  as  if  to  say, 
‘ Here,  I have  a nice  new  family/  Grand- 
mother put  them  on  top  of  the  sewing 
machine  in  the  window  and  there  Trix  slept 
and  the  chicks  enjoyed  the  sunshine.” 
aIs  that  all?”  asked  Daniel. 
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Friends 


— Courtesy  Cornelia  Clarke 


“No,  there  is  more  to  the  story.  ‘ Where 
was  Rags  last  night?  ’ asked  Aunt  Jane  when 
we  showed  her  the  cat  with  the  chickens. 
“ ‘ I wonder  what  he  will  say  when  he  comes 
back  and  finds  his  mother  has  a new  family.’  ” 
“ ‘ I suppose  he  got  shut  out  in  the  cold. 
He  is  such  a careless  rover/  said  grandmother. 
‘ It  will  serve  him  right.’ 

“ Just  then  grandpa  came  in  from  the  barn 
carrying  Rags.  ‘ Where  do  you  suppose  I 
found  this  cat?’  he  asked. 
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Rags  was  under  the  Old  Hen  with  the  Chickens 

Where?  ’ we  all  spoke  together. 

“ ‘ Under  the  old  speckled  hen  with  the 
new  chickens.  It  was  cold  last  night  and 
Rags  got  shut  outside.  He  cried  and  cried, 
and  the  old  hen  must  have  felt  sorry  for 
him.  There  they  all  were  this  morning.  The 
chickens  were  poking  their  heads  out  from 
under  one  wing  and  the  kitten  from  the 
other.’ 

“ ‘ Come  here/  laughed  grandma,  and  she 
showed  him  Trix  with  the  chickens. 

“‘Well,  well!  Traded  children/  said 
grandpa.  ‘ Let  them  alone,  and  see  how  long 
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they  will  keep  it  up.’ 
Trix  mothered  the 
chickens  until  they 
were  able  to  sleep  by 
themselves  at  night, 
but  the  kitten  did  not 
stay  long  with  the 
hen.” 

“That  was  a most 
interesting  story, ’’said 
Daniel.  ‘ 1 1 will  put  it 
in  my  book.  Please 
tell  me  another.” 
“Not  to-night,”  said  Mary.  “ Here  comes 
David  and  he  has  something  in  his  arms.” 
David  put  a box  down  on  the  floor  and 
lifted  the  cover.  Out  jumped  a white  kitty. 
In  her  teeth  was  a yellow  baby  curled  up  in  a 
soft  ball.  David  put  his  hand  in  the  box 
and  lifted  out  by  the  nape  of  the  neck  an- 
other tiny  kitten  that  was  jet  black. 

“ Oh,  oh!  ” cried  Daniel ; “are  they  ours?  ” 
“A  boy  who  is  in  my  room  moved  away 
to-day  and  sent  his  pets  to  you,”  said  David. 
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“ The  yellow  kitten  is  Puffball  and  the  black 
one  is  Jetty.  The  mother  is  Muff.” 

Muff  looked  all  about  the  room  as  if  she 
smelled  danger.  Then  she  saw  Waldo.  The 
puppy  came  bounding  across  the  floor  as  if 
he  were  glad  of  company.  But  Muff  put  up 
her  back  and  hissed.  She  turned  quickly 
and  carried  the  kittens,  one  by  one,  under 
the  bed.  Then  she  came  back  and  hissed  at 
Waldo  again. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Tell  the  best  cat  story  you  know. 

2.  Draw  Trix  and  the  chickens. 

3.  Which  would  make  the  best  mother,  a cat  or  a hen? 


CHAPTER  VIII 

THE  HUNTER’S  BABY  ELEPHANT  * 


rpHE  old  Hunter  sat  in  a chair  beside 
A Daniel’s  bed.  David  was  on  a stool  at 
his  feet.  “ Now  for  the  baby  elephant,” 
they  begged. 

“I  was  hunting  in  the  East,”  said  the 
Hunter.  “ One  morning  as  soon  as  it  was 
light  we  set  out  to  find  elephants.  In  a 
short  time  we  came  upon  the  trail  of  a herd 
of  them.  There  were  great  tracks  in  the 
long  grass.  We  went  along  very  quietly, 
but  there  were  no  elephants  in  sight.  We 
saw  a herd  of  deer  and  scared  a wild  hog  out 
of  the  grass.  There  were  troops  of  monkeys 
and  great  birds  among  the  trees  called  horn- 
bills,  and  many  other  wild  things,  but  no 
elephants. 

“Late  in  the  afternoon  we  came  upon  a 
herd  of  the  big  animals.  We  were  looking  for 

* Retold  by  permission  from  Hornaday. 
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a male  with  large  tusks,  but  in  this  herd  were 
only  mother  elephants  and  half-grown  calves. 

“ One  mother  had  a cunning  little  baby 
elephant  at  her  side.  He  was  a handsome 
little  fellow  about  as  tall  as  David  here. 
I tried  to  get  closer  to  him,  but  he  was  shy 
and  kept  close  beside  his  mother.  I hid 
behind  a large  tree  in  order  to  watch  him  for 
a while.  He  was  dark  brown,  almost  black. 
His  hide  was  smooth  and  shiny.  His  mother 
patted  and  smoothed  him  with  her  trunk. 
He  kept  moving  round  and  round  her,  and 
sometimes  he  stood  right  under  her  body, 
swinging  his  little  trunk  and  tail  from  side 
to  side  just  like  the  big  elephant.  I never 
saw  such  a cute  little  animal  as  that  baby 
elephant.  I wanted  to  grab  him  and  pull 
his  trunk  and  have  a game  with  him. 

“ But  I knew  how  cross  the  mother  elephant 
is  when  she  has  a baby  to  protect. 

“The  elephant  herd  was  together  in  a 
clump  of  thick  trees,  and  my  men  were  all 
hiding  near.  I watched  the  baby  for  half 
an  hour  and  wished  I could  get  him. 
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Mother  and  Baby 


“At  last  the  little  fellow  wandered  off  to 
the  other  side  of  the  herd.  I tried  to  work 
around  to  that  side,  but  the  bushes  were 
too  thin  to  hide  me  all  the  way.  I had  to 
cross  a patch  of  open  ground.  I thought 
the  elephants  would  not  see  me  if  I was  very 
quick.  So  I crouched  low  and  moved  very 
softly.  I bent  low  against  the  ground  and 
kept  my  eye  upon  the  herd. 
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“Just  as  I reached  the  middle  of  the  open 
space,  I heard  a loud  rustle  among  the 
branches  that  hid  the  elephants.  Then  the 
old  mother  elephant  came  rushing  down 
upon  me/’ 

“Goodness!”  breathed  the  twins. 

“My  breath  almost  stopped,”  said  the 
Hunter,  “and  my  heart  stood  still  with 
fright.  She  came  on  in  a terrible  rage.  Her 
head  was  held  high  and  her  trunk  was  curled, 
ready  to  strike.  Her  ears  stood  forward  and 
her  legs  took  long  strides.  Had  she  made  a 
sound,  I should  have  been  scared  out  of  my 
wits. 

“ I knew  it  was  no  time  to  run,  for  she 
could  easily  overtake  me,  so  I stood  up 
quickly  and  faced  her.  Throwing  my  gun  to 
my  shoulder,  I fired  twice  right  into  her  face. 
The  way  to  kill  an  elephant  is  to  shoot  them 
at  the  root  of  the  trunk  or  through  the  eye, 
but  I had  no  time  to  aim  at  her  eye.  She 
was  very  close  upon  me  when  I fired,  and 
the  loud  noise  and  the  smoke  and  the  two 
bullets  scared  her.  She  turned  and  ran  into 
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the  forest  trumpeting  loudly.  The  rest  of  the 
herd  followed  her. 

“But  the  baby  elephant  could  not  run  so 
fast,  and  the  men  caught  him  with  a lasso. 

“ Then  we  hurried  away  with  him  before  his 
mother  could  return.  He  was  about  as 
large  as  a calf  and  it  took  several  men  to 
hold  him.  They  dragged  him  into  a cart  and 
tied  him,  and  we  got  him  to  camp.  The 
mother  elephant  did  not  come  back. 

“ We  made  him  a bed  of  hay  in  a rail  pen. 
He  was  very  hungry,  so  we  got  him  some 
milk.  But  he  did  not  know  how  to  drink  it. 
He  had  not  learned  to  draw  it  up  into  the 
two  long  tubes  in  his  trunk  and  then  pour 
it  into  his  mouth  as  his  mother  did. 

“When  he  smelled  the  milk,  he  set  up  an 
awful  roar.  He  dipped  his  trunk  into  it  and 
roared  some  more.  He  wanted  the  milk,  but 
did  not  know  how  to  get  it  to  his  mouth. 
Finally,  the  men  got  a big  bottle  and  poured 
it  down  his  throat.  It  took  a great  deal  to 
satisfy  him,  and  we  were  afraid  the  strange 
food  might  make  him  sick,  but  it  did  not. 
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— Cincinnati  Zoo 

A Large  Elephant 


“ We  all  liked  the  baby  elephant.  The 
men  called  him  ‘Bob.’ 

“ After  a time  he  learned  to  eat  tender 
grass  that  grew  near  the  camp.  He  pulled 
if  off  with  his  trunk  and  tucked  it  neatly 
into  his  mouth  as  an  elephant  should.  He 
learned  to  drink  water  through  his  trunk, 
but  he  always  came  to  camp  and  begged  for 
his  milk  in  a bottle. 
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“I  made  friends  with  him  by  putting  a 
banana  in  my  pocket.  He  sniffed  all  about 
with  his  trunk  until  he  found  it.  Very  often 
he  tore  my  clothes  in  his  haste  to  get  the 
treat.  He  learned  to  eat  rice  and  fruit  and 
crackers.  He  always  sniffed  his  food  very 
daintily  before  he  took  it  in  his  little  trunk 
and  put  it  in  his  mouth. 

“ Bob  grew  very  fast.  He  used  to  caress 
me  with  his  trunk  and  try  to  lean  up  against 
me.  When  I tried  to  push  him  off  it  was 
like  pushing  a house.  Sometimes  he  twisted 
his  trunk  around  my  ankles  and,  young  as  he 
was,  he  was  strong  enough  to  pull  me  off  the 
ground. 

“ I used  to  give  him  a bath  in  a stream 
near  by.  He  liked  it,  because  the  flies 
troubled  him.  He  would  lie  down  on  his 
back  in  the  water  and  leave  only  his  feet  and 
the  tip  of  his  trunk  out  of  the  stream.” 

“ What  did  you  do  with  him?  Where  is 
he  now?  ” asked  the  twins. 

“ We  made  a pet  of  him  in  the  camp  for 
about  a year,  but  it  takes  a long  time  for 
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an  elephant  to  grow  up,”  said  the  Hunter. 
“We  knew  it  would  take  him  three  or  four 
years  to  grow  up  and  be  able  to  take  care  of 
himself.  So  we  brought  him  with  us  to 
America  and  sold  him,  and  for  many  years 
he  was  in  a New  York  zoo.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Draw  Bob. 

2.  Why  do  elephants  have  trunks?  Why  do  net 
giraffes  ? 

3.  Write  a conversation  between  an  elephant  and  some 
other  animal. 


Time  for  Babies  to  Eat 


CHAPTER  IX 

A CIRCUS  BABY  ELEPHANT 

A WEEK  later  Daniel  was  reading  his 
^ - story  of  the  Hunter’s  baby  elephant  to 
Mother  and  David. 

“ How  I would  like  to  see  a baby  elephant ! 77 
he  said. 

“ There  is  a park  just  outside  the  city 
where  the  circus  animals  are  brought  for  the 
winter/7  said  David.  “ Martin  was  telling 
me  about  it  to-day.  He  thinks  the  driver 
will  take  us  out  there  some  day.  Baby  ani- 
mals are  often  born  there.77 

The  driver  was  sent  out,  and  sure  enough 
he  found  there  was  a new  baby  elephant  at 
these  grounds.  Plans  were  made  for  a 
Saturday  trip. 

“We  are  taking  a chance,77  said  the  driver, 
“ for  I did  not  ask  the  keeper  if  we  could  get 
in.  But  we  will  be  at  the  gate  when  he  opens 
it  and  see  if  he  will  admit  us.  These  animals 
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are  not  here  for  show,  and  they  do  not  let 
people  in,  as  a rule.” 

After  a little  while  a man  came  through 
the  gate  and  looked  at  the  car  and  the  four 
| people  politely  waiting.  The  driver  lifted 
j Daniel  out  in  his  arms  and  they  went 
toward  the  keeper.  If  it  had  not  been  for 
; the  lame  boy,  the  gates  would  have  been 
closed  against  them,  but  the  man  had  a 
little  boy  of  his  own  at  home.  He  was 
sorry  for  a child  that  could  not  run  and 
play. 

| “We  want  to  see  the  baby  elephant, 
please,”  said  Martin. 

“ I am  writing  a baby  animal  book  and  I 
; have  to  see  the  things  I write  about,”  said 
Daniel. 

“It  is  against  the  rules  to  let  people  see 
the  baby  animals.  It  makes  the  mothers 
; cross,”  said  the  keeper.  “But  perhaps  I 
could  make  a special  rule  for  a man  who  is 
writing  a book.  I will  let  you  in  just  this 
once  if  you  will  not  tell  all  the  other  boys  in 
town  so  they  will  come,  too.” 
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— New  York  Zoological  Society 

The  Circus’  Baby  Elephant 

“We  will  not  tell,”  promised  the  three 
boys,  and  soon  they  were  in  front  of  the 
elephant  pen.  A long  box  was  brought  for 
Daniel  to  lie  on. 

The  mother  elephant  was  eating  hay  while 
at  her  side  stood  the  little  one. 

“What  a baby!”  they  cried;  “he  is  as 
tall  as  Martin.” 

“ We  seldom  have  a baby  elephant  born  in 
the  park,”  said  the  keeper.  “ He  weighs  two 
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hundred  pounds,  but  he  seems  quite  small 
beside  his  mother.  In  two  weeks  he  has 
gained  twenty  pounds.  When  he  is  full 
grown,  he  will  weigh  three  tons  at  least. 
The  elephant  is  the  largest  land  animal  in  the 
world.  I knew  one  that  was  nearly  twelve 
feet  tall,  or  twice  as  tall  as  a man. 

“This  little  chap  is  two  weeks  old.  His 
name  is  Jack.  When  he  was  very  young  his 
soft  skin  was  covered  with  down  and  there 
was  strange,  long  hair  on  his  head.  It  all 
came  off  very  soon.  His  little  trunk  was 
short  and  hung  down  like  a string.  His 
mother  took  hold  of  it  and  pulled  him  to 
her  to  nurse  like  a little  calf. 

“ He  was  very  hungry,  so  he  ate  and  ate 
and  ate  some  more.  Then  he  lay  down  at 
his  mother’s  feet  to  sleep.  For  several  days 
she  helped  him  to  get  up  on  his  feet  and 
coaxed  him  to  eat  until  he  became  quite 
strong.” 

“The  Hunter  told  me  baby  elephants  do 
not  use  their  trunks  in  eating,”  said  David. 

“He  took  his  milk  with  his  mouth,” 
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said  the  keeper.  “ His  trunk  is  of  very  little 
use  to  him,  for  Jack  has  not  yet  learned  to 
draw  water  up  in  it.” 

“ How  long  will  Jack  live  on  milk?  ” asked 
Daniel. 

“ Young  elephants  begin  to  eat  hay  when 
they  are  about  eight  months  old.  By  that 
time  young  Jack  will  weigh  five  hundred 
pounds.  If  he  is  allowed,  he  will  stay  with 
his  mother  until  he  is  four  or  five  years  old, 
but  he  will  keep  growing  until  he  is  thirty 
years  old  or  more.” 

“ How  old  do  elephants  live  to  be?  ” asked 
Martin. 

“ Some  of  them  live  to  be  a hundred  years 
old.  Just  watch  that  mother  elephant  pick 
up  the  peanut  I throw  at  her  feet.  She  could 
pick  up  a thing  as  small  as  a pin  with  her 
trunk.  The  tip  is  like  your  fingers  or  lips, 
but  it  is  as  strong  as  an  arm.  In  India  I 
have  seen  elephants  lifting  heavy  timbers  on  to 
ships  with  their  trunks.  They  can  even  pull 
up  trees  by  the  roots.  Men  ride  elephants 
in  the  jungles  to  hunt  tigers.  The  big  beasts 
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Elephants  can  be  Trained 

are  also  used  to  work  in  the  rice  fields  which 
are  like  swamps. 

“ Elephants  can  be  trained  to  do  almost  as 
many  things  as  horses.” 

“ Are  you  going  to  train  Jack?  ” asked  the 
boys. 
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“ We  are  going  to  train  Jack  for  the  movies. 
He  will  learn  to  dance.  He  will  learn  to  sit 
up  at  a table  and  ring  a bell  for  the  waiter 
and  unfold  a napkin  with  his  trunk/ ’ 

“ May  we  go  into  the  pen  and  pat  him?” 
asked  David,  with  a twinkle  in  his  eye. 

“The  mother  elephant  would  grab  you  in 
her  trunk  and  throw  you  out,”  laughed  the 
keeper.  “ She  would  not  let  me  touch  her 
baby  for  several  days.  She  kept  close  beside 
him  and  caressed  him  with  her  trunk  while 
he  slept.  She  brushed  the  flies  away  with 
wisps  of  hay  in  her  trunk.  Now  she  lets  me 
play  with  him,  but  no  one  else  is  allowed  to 
enter  the  pen.  In  a few  months  I shall  have 
great  sport  with  Jack  ; but  if  I should  happen 
to  fall,  he  would  probably  trample  me.  I 
once  saw  a big  elephant  squeeze  a man  to 
death  when  the  man  walked  between  him 
and  a wall.  He  did  not  know  the  man  was 
there,  of  course.” 

“ Will  you  let  me  take  a picture  of  Jack?  ” 
asked  Martin.  “ If  he  is  to  be  in  the  movies,  he 
ought  to  learn  how  to  have  his  picture  taken.” 
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While  Martin  got  his  kodak  ready,  the 
keeper  told  the  boys  how  the  mother  elephant 
bathed  Jack  by  drawing  her  trunk  full  of 
water  and  spraying  it  over  his  back. 

“ Many,  many  thanks ! ” cried  the  boys  to 
the  kind  keeper  as  they  left  the  grounds. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Have  you  ever  heard  a story  of  how  cross  a mother 
animal  is  when  she  has  a baby  ? 

2.  What  tricks  have  you  seen  elephants  do  at  the 
circus? 

3.  How  would  you  like  a baby  elephant  for  a pet? 
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CHAPTER  X 
F.  G. 

“ "V^THENEVER  I have  a bad  day,  some- 
thing nice  always  happens  at  night,” 
said  Daniel  one  afternoon.  His  leg  was 
painful,  Mary  was  busy,  and  he  had  been 
lonely. 

He  could  hardly  wait  for  Mother  to  come 
home.  At  last  he  heard  her  on  the  steps. 
She  came  in  with  a happy  face  and  sat  down 
on  the  edge  of  his  bed  with  her  hat  on. 

“ I do  hope  your  leg  is  feeling  better,  for  I 
have  something  wonderful  to  tell  you.  To- 
day as  I was  sitting  at  my  desk,  a dear  little 
woman  came  into  the  room.  She  was  so 
lame,  she  had  to  go  about  on  crutches.  Her 
face  was  sweet  and  her  hair  as  white  as  snow, 
and  she  wore  a little  round,  lace  hat  with 
small  pink  flowers. 

“When  I greeted  her,  she  asked  if  she 
might  speak  to  my  children.  I gladly  said 
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she  might,  because  I knew  right  away  she  had 
something  worth  while  to  tell  us  — and  who 
do  you  think  she  was?  She  was  the  splen- 
did, rich  Miss  Downs,  who  has  made  so 
many  gifts  to  the  city  park.  She  gave  us 
the  big  lion  grotto  and  many  of  the  costly 
animal  cages  in  the  zoo.” 

“How  splendid!”  said  Daniel. 

“ Miss  Downs  took  half  an  hour  telling  us 
about  the  things  the  children  should  see  in 
the  park.  She  said  she  drives  there  nearly 
every  day  to  see  the  people  enjoy  the  animals. 

“‘May  we  tell  her  about  Daniel?  ’ asked 
several  of  the  boys  and  girls. 

“‘Yes,  if  you  like/  I said,  and  they  told 
her  all  about  my  little  lame  boy  and  the 
animal  book  he  is  making. 

“Then  Miss  Downs  turned  to  me  with  a 
pleasant  smile  and  said  : ‘ That  interests  me 
very  much  indeed.  You  see  I know  what  it 
is  to  be  lame.  May  I come  to  see  your  boy? 
Perhaps  you  will  let  me  take  him  to  the  park. 
I have  a very  easy  riding  car,  and  a driver 
who  can  lift  him.  James  always  helps  me. 
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I am  sure  Daniel  and  I could  have  some  fine 
times  together/ 

“And  I thought,  ‘ How  could  my  Daniel 
have  a nicer  friend?  ’ So  I said,  ‘ We  have  all 
been  wishing  for  a fairy  godmother,  and  now 
I believe  we  have  found  one.’ 

“Then  she  looked  very  pleased  and  said 
she  would  come  to-morrow  and  give  you  the 
first  ride.  Is  your  book  ready  to  show  her? 
How  many  stories  have  you?  ” 

“Six,”  said  Daniel,  happily.  “I  knew 
something  fine  was  going  to  happen.  Does 
David  know  about  it?  Just  wait  until  I 
tell  him.” 

The  next  day  while  Mary  was  at  the  mar- 
ket there  was  a tap  at  the  door.  Daniel 
looked  through  the  window  and  saw  a big 
gray  car.  “That  looks  like  a fairy  coach,” 
he  thought;  so  he  called,  “Who  is  there?” 

“Your  godmother,”  replied  a voice  just 
like  a fairy  story. 

“Pull  up  the  latch  and  come  in,”  called 
Daniel,  also  in  a real  fairy-story  manner. 

The  door  opened  very  slowly  and  in  came 
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the  dainty  lady  with  something  soft  and  white 
about  her  throat  and  a sparkle  in  her  eye. 
She  hopped  across  the  floor  on  her  crutches 
j and  waved  a hand  before  Daniel’s  face. 

“ I have  come  to  grant  your  every  wish. 
Please  tell  me  what  you  want  most.” 

“ Dear  fairy  godmother,  I want  to  see  a 
baby  lion.  I must  see  a real  live  one  before 
I can  write  a story  for  my  book.” 

“Wait  until  I call  my  coach,”  said  the 
fairy  godmother,  and  she  blew  a little  silver 
| whistle  hanging  by  a chain  to  her  wrist. 

In  a few  minutes  in  came  a man  in  a tan- 
colored  suit  with  large  buttons  and  a cap  to 
! match. 

“James,”  said  the  little  lady,  “ drive  to  the 
park  and  see  if  we  may  see  the  baby  lions. 
If  we  may,  come  back  and  get  us  right 
away.”  Then  she  laughed  and  sat  down  in 
Mother’s  chair  by  Daniel’s  bed. 

“ This  will  be  a fine  game,”  she  said.  “ Do 
you  like  it  as  much  as  I do?” 

“Do  I?  ” said  Daniel ; “I  hardly  slept  a 
wink  all  night  thinking  about  you.” 
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Beware!  Our  Father  is  King  of  Beasts 

“ I suppose  fairy  godmothers  are  somewhat 
out  of  date,”  said  Miss  Downs,  “ but  I 
always  loved  them.  Ill  tell  you  ; we  will  keep 
it  our  secret  and  you  may  call  me  F.  G.  for 
short,  and  then  no  one  will  laugh  at  us.” 

“F.  G.  it  is,”  laughed  Daniel,  “and  I will 
never  tell.” 

“ Do  you  stay  alone  all  day?  ” asked  F.  G. 

“ Oh,  no,”  said  Daniel ; “ here  comes  Mary 
now.  She  is  a very  good  nurse.” 
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Mary  brought  Daniel's  book  to  show  his 
new  friend.  Daniel  watched  her  as  she  read 
the  pages. 

“This  is  a splendid  book/'  said  F.  G., 
looking  into  Daniel's  happy  face.  “ Did  you 
write  every  word  of  it  yourself?  I think  it 
is  a wonderful  idea.  We  shall  get  some 
more  stories  to  put  into  it  right  away.  We 
must  go  to  the  zoo  often  before  cold  weather." 

“ The  keeper  says  if  we  will  drive  in  at  the 
rear  gate,  you  may  see  the  young  lions," 
said  James. 

After  Daniel  was  laid  on  the  seat,  the 
driver  helped  Miss  Downs  in  beside  him  and 
put  her  crutches  on  the  floor  in  front. 

“To  the  lions,"  said  F.  G.  She  gave 
Daniel  a sly  look  and  waved  her  hand  like  a 
wand  at  the  back  of  James's  head. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Draw  a picture  of  Daniel  and  F.  G. 

2.  How  would  you  like  to  have  the  children  in  your 
room  write  an  animal  story  book  ? 

3.  Why  was  F.  G.  interested  in  Daniel? 


CHAPTER  XI 

BABY  LIONS 

“ TT OW  did  you  know  there  were  baby  lions 
X in  the  grotto?”  asked  Daniel. 

“The  keeper  telephoned  me  yesterday,” 
replied  F.  G.,  “but  I was  not  sure  he  would 
let  us  see  them  while  they  are  so  small.” 
“Will  the  mother  be  very  cross?”  asked 
Daniel.  He  was  much  afraid  of  a mother 
lion. 

“It  will  be  just  about  her  feeding  time,  so 
she  will  be  away,”  said  F.  G.  “I  think  even 
the  keeper  would  be  afraid  to  touch  the  baby 
lions  if  the  mother  was  there.” 

James  was  driving  through  the  big  gates. 
He  took  a winding  road  to  the  back  of  the 
lion  grotto  and  sounded  his  horn.  When  the 
keeper  saw  who  had  come,  he  appeared  with 
two  little  yellow  babies  in  his  arms.  They 
were  soft  and  fat  and  round  like  puppies. 
Their  heads  were  large  and  square  with  big 
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ears  and  sleepy  eyes.  There  were  already 
sharp  claws  in  their  sturdy  little  paws.  On 
j their  bodies  were  stripes  like  a tiger.  Their 
tails  were  short  and  straight.  They  crawled 
about  on  F.  G.’s  lap  and  mewed  like  kittens. 
She  cuddled  one  in  her  arms  and  gave  the 
other  to  Daniel. 

“ How  old  are  they?  ” asked  Daniel, 

! smoothing  the  soft  little  head. 

“Not  quite  a week,”  said  the  keeper. 

“Such  cunning  soft  things,”  said  F.  G. 
“Just  imagine  this  tiny  mewing  kitten  grown 
into  a big  lion  with  a heavy  mane  and  a 
brush  on  the  end  of  his  tail.  Some  day  he 
will  have  a great  big  growl,  and  this  soft 
little  paw  will  be  strong  enough  to  knock 
down  an  ox  or  a man.” 

“When  will  he  lose  these  funny  stripes 
and  spots?”  asked  Daniel. 

“ When  he  is  three  or  four  months  old 
his  coarse,  tawny  hair  begins  to  grow,  and 
when  he  is  six  months  the  spots  and 
| stripes  will  be  gone  and  he  will  be  the  color 
of  his  mother,”  said  the  keeper. 
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“How  lovely  and  clean  they  are!”  said 
F.  G. 

“The  mother  washes  them  all  over  with 
her  big  tongue,”  said  the  keeper.  “Before 
long  they  will  learn  to  wash  themselves  like 
a cat.  When  they  are  a year  old,  they  will 
lose  their  baby  teeth  and  get  strong  new 
ones.  Often  they  are  sick,  just  as  children  are 
when  teeth  are  coming.” 

“Do  they  eat  meat  before  they  get  their 
new  teeth?  ” asked  F.  G. 

“Yes,  when  they  are  six  months  old,  I 
shall  put  them  in  a cage  by  themselves  and 
give  them  half  a pound  of  meat  a day. 
When  the  lion  is  a year  old,  he  begins  to 
grow  a mane  and  to  growl  like  his  father. 
The  lioness  will  not  have  much  of  a voice 
until  she  is  four  or  five  years  old.  In  the 
jungles  the  lions  tear  their  manes  and  wear 
them  off  going  through  the  brush,  but  our 
old  father  lion  has  a most  handsome  mane 
and  coat  because  there  is  nothing  to  injure  it.” 
“Why  does  the  mother  have  to  be  taken 
from  the  babies  to  be  fed?”  asked  F.  G. 
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“ Let  me  tell  you  what  happened  last  year,” 
said  the  keeper.  “ This  mother  had  two  cubs. 
They  were  called  Betty  and  Joe.  She  was 
very  restless  when  any  one  came  near  the 
cage  and  became  so  excited  I was  afraid  she 
would  kill  her  babies,  so  because  of  this  I 
watched  Old  Mary  very  carefully. 

“In  the  jungle  the  mother  begins  to  give 
her  babies  some  of  the  meat  she  kills  when 
they  are  two  months  old,  but  Mary  would 
not  let  Betty  and  Joe  touch  her  meat. 
When  I fed  them  she  gave  a wicked  snarl, 
and  the  babies  stood  back.  They  always 
obeyed  that  snarl. 

“One  day  Betty  and  Joe  wanted  the  meat 
very  much.  They  stood  back  when  their 
mother  snarled  and  lashed  their  little  tails 
and  looked  so  hungry  I was  sorry  for  them. 
Meanwhile  Mary  tore  and  gnawed  at  her 
great  chunk  of  meat.  When  Joe  and  Betty 
j saw  it  was  no  use  to  sulk,  they  began  to  roll 
over  and  over  in  the  cage  and  play  together. 
Suddenly  in  the  play  Joe  bit  his  mother’s 
foot.  She  turned  with  an  awful  growl  and 
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struck  at  him  with  her  paw.  So  now  we 
feed  Mary  by  herself,  and  the  baby  lions  are 
nursed  by  a fine  old  mother  dog. 

“ These  babies  have  not  been  named. 
Would  you  like  to  name  them,  Miss  Downs?  ” 
“ Indeed  we  would.  Daniel,  you  may  name 
yours  first ,”  said  F.  G. 
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(Baby  Lions)  “Would  you  like  us  for  pets?” 


Daniel  hugged  the  cunning,  mewing  lion 
kitten  against  his  shoulder  and  thought  very 
hard.  “ I wonder  if  this  is  the  way  a mother 
feels  when  she  is  naming  a tiny  baby  and 
tries  to  imagine  what  he  will  look  like  when 
he  is  a man.  I am  now  naming  a great  big 
roaring  lion  with  a mane.  I think  this  is 
going  to  be  a very  strong  but  gentle  lion,  so 
I shall  call  him  Hero  ” 

“ Good,”  said  F.  G. ; 

Jerry  .” 


“I  shall  call  mine 
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“We  had  thought  of  calling  the  other  two 
Daniel  and  Dinah/ 7 said  the  keeper. 

Then  they  all  laughed. 

“ Daniel  in  the  lions’  den/’  said  F.  G. 
“That  is  fine.  We  shall  come  to  see  Hero, 
Jerry,  Daniel,  and  Dinah  often,  for  I want 
to  see  with  my  own  eyes  how  fast  they  grow.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  What  other  babies  are  baby  lions  most  like? 

2.  Do  you  think  you  would  like  to  tame  a baby  lion? 
Why  or  why  not  ? 

3.  Which  do  you  think  is  more  exciting,  hunting  ele- 
phants or  lions?  Why? 


Baby  Lions  are  Fond  of  Meat 


CHAPTER  XII 

THE  BIRDMAN’S  BABY  HUMMING  BIRD 


“rPHERE  was  a Birdman  in  our  room  to- 
day/7 said  David.  “ He  told  us  some 
fine  stories.  Before  I thought,  I stood  up 
and  said  to  him,  ‘ If  you  know  any  baby 
birds,  I wish  you  would  come  and  tell  my 
brother  about  them.7  Then  I was  surprised 
at  myself  and  sat  down.77 

“ What  did  he  say? 77  asked  Daniel. 

“ Miss  Jones  explained  to  him  that  you 
could  not  come  to  school  and  that  all  the 
children  were  getting  baby-animal  stories  for 
you.  He  said  that  was  fine,  and  he  would 
come  to  see  you  soon  and  tell  you  about  his 
baby  humming  bird.77 

The  Birdman  came  one  afternoon  when 
Daniel  was  longing  for  company. 

“When  I lived  in  California,77  he  said, 
“I  spent  a great  deal  of  time  in  humming- 
birds7 woods.  Humming  birds  are  little 
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The  Nest  was  Full  of  Young  Hummers 


butterfly  birds.  Their  dainty  nests  are  gray- 
ish-white cups  about  the  size  of  an  egg  shell. 
The  tiny  birds  make  them  of  down  from  the 
cottonwood  tree  and  from  cobwebs  mixed 
with  saliva  from  the  mother  bird’s  mouth. 
She  fastens  these  fairy  cups  fast  to  a twig 
and  trims  the  outside  in  a most  cunning 
manner  with  bits  of  bark  so  it  will  look  just 
like  the  branch  on  which  it  hangs.  The  nest 
looks  so  much  like  the  twig  that  it  is  easy 
to  pass  it  by.” 
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“ Do  they  make  them  that  way  purposely 
to  hide  them?  ” asked  Daniel. 

“Yes,”  said  the  Birdman,  “and  when  the 
bird  sits  on  her  nest,  her  gray-green  back  is 
just  the  color  of  the  leaves.” 

* “One  day  I found  a nest  with  one  baby 
bird  and  a tiny  white  egg  the  size  of  a small 
bean.  I watched  all  the  afternoon,  but  the 
mother  bird  did  not  come  back.  So  I took 
the  baby  home.  I carried  her  home  in  a 
paper  drinking-cup.  She  was  quiet  until  I 
got  on  a street  car.  Then  the  noise  and 
lights  scared  her,  so  I covered  her  over  with 
my  handkerchief.  I never  had  such  a tiny 
pet  as  this  humming-bird  baby.  She  was 
wee  and  weak  and  ragged  with  feathers  half 
grown,  so  I called  her  Raggedy.  One  of  her 
wings  had  been  hurt. 

“ When  I got  her  home  I hardly  knew  what 
to  do  with  her.  She  was  very  hungry.  I 
had  seen  the  mother  humming  birds  put  their 
long  beaks  down  the  throats  of  their  babies 
and  pump  flower  honey  into  their  little 


* Retold  from  “Raggedy,”  Albert  E.  Stillman. 
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The  Birdman  and  Raggedy 


stomachs,  so  I got  the  honey  jar.  But  that 
sticky  heavy  stuff  was  not  the  kind  of  honey 
that  the  mother  humming  bird  feeds  her 
young,  so  I mixed  it  with  some  water.  Now 
what  about  a long  beak? 

“ ‘ Get  a medicine  dropper/  said  my  sister, 
who  was  watching  me. 
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“ ‘ Just  the  thing ! ’ She  brought  a dropper 
and  when  Raggedy  opened  her  mouth  to 
i cheep,  I gave  her  a drop  of  thin  honey.  She 
! swallowed  it  and  opened  her  mouth  for  more. 

“ Then  I placed  an  old  humming  bird’s  nest 
in  an  Indian  jar  with  a wide  top  and  put 
Raggedy  to  bed. 

“In  a few  days  Raggedy  was  hopping 
about  on  the  table.  She  was  a cunning 
plaything.  She  hopped  upon  my  wrist  and 
rode  about  on  my  sleeve.  Sometimes  I 
wrote  for  an  hour  with  the  wee  bird  sitting 
on  my  wrist.  When  she  was  hungry,  she 
said  ‘ Cheep-cheep-cheep 9 until  I got  the 
honey.  Sometimes  I added  a little  hard- 
boiled  egg  to  the  meal.  I knew  the  mother 
humming  bird  fed  insects  to  her  babies,  but 
I was  not  a good  fly  catcher. 

“ Raggedy  would  not  eat  unless  I fed  her, 
so  when  I went  to  the  mountains  in  the  car 
I had  to  take  her  with  me  in  her  Indian  jar. 

| She  rode  all  the  way  there  and  back  in  the 
jar  and  enjoyed  the  visit. 

“ She  learned  to  flutter  from  the  table  to 
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the  floor,  but  her  twisted  wing  never  allowed 
her  to  fly. 

“ Raggedy  knew  my  voice.  When  I had 
been  away  for  several  hours  and  called, 
‘ Raggedy,’  and  whistled  as  I came  up  the 
path,  she  answered  and  fluttered  toward  the 
door.  When  I came  into  the  room  she 
fluttered  her  wings,  called  ‘ Cheep-cheep,’ 
and  hopped  upon  my  sleeve.  Her  1 Cheep- 
cheep  ’ was  the  last  thing  I heard  at  night, 
and  in  the  morning  I was  wakened  by  her 
little  voice  asking  for  her  breakfast.  I kept 
her  carefully  in  my  own  room  because  I was 
afraid  of  Teddy,  our  big  white  cat. 

“ I could  not  keep  Teddy  from  catching 
birds,  but  he  seldom  ate  them  because  he 
was  too  well  fed.  I never  gave  him  a 
chance  at  Raggedy. 

“ Sometimes  I put  my  pet  on  the  window 
sill  and  she  tapped  on  the  window  with  her 
beak  when  she  heard  the  other  birds  singing. 

“ Her  feathers  grew  to  be  a soft  green-gray, 
but  they  were  never  fine  and  smooth.  I did 
not  love  her  for  her  beauty. 
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“ One  morning  poor  Raggedy  died.  I went 
to  her  jar  to  feed  her,  but  she  did  not  cheep. 
She  gave  only  a feeble  flutter  of  the  wings  and 
died  in  my  hands  a few  minutes  later.  We 
buried  her  in  a wee  grave  lined  with  white 
honeysuckle  blossoms.” 

“ Do  humming  birds  live  on  honey  alone?  ” 
asked  Daniel. 

“They  like  insects  and  worms,  too,”  said 
the  Birdman.  “Perhaps  I did  not  feed 
Raggedy  well. 
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“ Mother  humming  birds  are  great  fighters 
if  any  one  disturbs  their  young.  Once  I was 
watching  a humming  bird’s  nest  as  the 
mother  brought  food  to  her  nestlings.  While 
she  was  gone,  I tied  a bit  of  oiled  paper  over 
the  nest.  When  the  mother  came  back  she 
could  see  the  babies  but  could  not  reach 
them.  She  jumped  up  and  down  on  the 
branch  and  tore  at  the  paper,  but  it  was  so 
tough  she  could  not  break  it.  In  her  rage 
she  swallowed  the  worm  she  had  brought  to 
her  nestlings. 

“ When  she  was  gone  again  I made  a hole 
in  the  paper,  and  she  came  back  and  fed 
the  birds  through  the  hole. 

“ Then  I took  the  tiny  birds  on  my  hand 
and  held  them  just  beneath  the  nest.  There  she 
fed  them  while  hanging  from  the  branch  above. 

“ Finally  she  lighted  on  my  hand  and  fed 
the  baby  birds  there.  I had  to  be  very  quiet 
for  a whole  hour  before  she  would  do  this.” 

“ What  a wonderful  story!”  said  Daniel. 
“ May  I send  it  to  Mother’s  children  at 
school?  ” 
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“ You  may,”  said  the  Birdman,  “ and  I am 
coming  to  tell  you  another  very  soon.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  How  does  the  hummer  build  her  nest  ? 

2.  How  does  she  protect  it? 

3.  Tell  the  best  story  you  know  of  a pet  bird. 

4.  Make  a collection  of  old  birds’  nests. 

5.  If  you  have  had  an  interesting  experience  with  a 
bird,  write  it  out  and  send  it  to  Mr.  Albert  E.  Stillman, 
San  Diego,  California. 


Baby  Ostriches 


CHAPTER  XIII 
A BABY  DEER 


“ IV/r OTHER,  it  is  your  turn  to  tell  me 
a story,”  said  Daniel  one  Saturday 
morning.  “Tell  me  a real  true  baby-animal 
story/  ’ 

“ When  Daddy  and  I were  first  married/’ 
said  Mother,  “we  went  to  a beautiful  wild 
place  in  the  mountains  where  there  were 
many  small  lakes.  There  at  a camp  we  spent 
several  happy  weeks.  Some  hunters  had 
killed  a mother  deer  and  brought  the  baby 
deer,  or  fawn,  to  camp. 

“There  is  not  a prettier,  softer-eyed  baby 
in  all  the  world  than  a little  fawn.  This  one 
was  a soft  gold  color  with  white  spots  on  his 
little  coat.  Skip  was  his  name  and  he 
seemed  to  be  everywhere,  nosing  into  our 
pockets  and  hands  for  food.  He  had  been 
petted  so  much  that  he  was  not  in  the  least 
afraid. 
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“The  children  were  very  fond  of  him,  but 
after  a time  he  got  very  rough  and  often 
knocked  them  over  with  his  head.  Skip  sent 
every  dog  that  came  near  him  head  over 
heels.  It  is  natural  for  a little  deer  to  use 
his  head  that  way,  for  the  male  deer  have 
terrible  battles  with  their  horns. 

“When  a rowboat  went  out  on  the  lake 


— New  York  Zoological  Society 
Skip  — the  White-tailed  Deer 
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Skip  was  always  ready  to  climb  right  in. 
He  stood  in  the  end  of  the  boat  with  his 
keen  little  ears  pricked  up  and  his  slender 
legs  as  straight  as  sticks.  Sometimes  he 
would  not  stand  still  and  we  were  afraid  he 
would  tip  us  over.  Then  we  slapped  his  sides 
until  he  jumped  over  the  side  of  the  boat  and 
swam  to  shore. 

“ Often  as  we  went  walking  that  summer  we 
saw  a deer  drinking  at  the  edge  of  the  lake 
or  staring  at  us  from  the  bushes.  Its  big 
bright  eyes  seemed  to  say : ‘ Who  are  you? 
Would  you  hurt  a poor  little  deer  like  me?  ’ 

“ There  was  small  chance  of  our  getting 
near  the  little  fellow,  for  had  we  made  a 
sound  or  a sudden  move  he  would  have 
leaped  into  the  bushes  in  a flash  and  we 
could  never  have  caught  him,  for  the  deer  is 
the  fastest  runner  I know. 

“Many  times  we  came  upon  places  where 
a few  minutes  before  the  deer  had  been  lying 
and  chewing  their  cuds  like  so  many  cattle. 
We  had  not  seen  them  nor  heard  a sound 
but  they  had  heard  us  and  had  slipped  away. 
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If  we  looked  far  enough,  we  would  see  them 
standing  very  still  peering  through  the 
bushes.  Perhaps  there  were  two  or  three 
male  deer  or  several  does  with  their  spotted 
fawns  and  other  young  ones  half  grown.  All 
wore  warm  yellow  coats  in  the  summer.  The 
male’s  coat  had  a reddish  touch  and  his 
horns  were  sharp  and  brightly  polished. 
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Deer  — Full  Grown 


“ In  the  winter  season  the  coat  of  the  deer 
turns  a bluish-gray  so  he  cannot  be  easily 
seen  among  the  bare  tree  trunks.  Then  the 
hunters  say,  ‘He  is  in  the  blue.’  His  old 
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horns  fall  off  and  early  in  the  spring  soft 
j knobs  appear  on  his  forehead  and  new  horns 
i begin  to  grow.  This  is  the  time  when  the 
deer  hide  in  the  woods,  for  the  male  feels 
very  fearful  while  he  has  no  horns  to  protect 
the  family.  They  are  all  thin  and  unhappy 
| after  the  long  winter  because  they  have  had 
hard  work  living  on  moss  and  bark  or  the 
little  they  could  get  to  eat  through  the  snow. 

“The  deer’s  new  horns  have  a coating  of 
velvet,  but  when  they  are  full  grown  he  rubs 
| this  off  on  the  tree  trunks  and  his  new  set 
of  horns  are  polished  and  sharp  and  ready 
to  wage  battle  with  his  enemies  and  to  pro- 
( tect  his  little  doe. 

“The  hair  of  the  father  and  mother  deer 
turns  to  the  soft  yellow  in  the  spring  and 
there  is  a little  mane  on  the  neck.  They  like 
to  stay  near  the  lakes  where  they  can  get 
lily  pads  and  fresh  green  grass.  Often  they 
get  into  the  early  crops  of  wheat  and  other 
grain  and  make  the  farmers  very  angry. 

“ Deer  are  so  timid  that  they  usually 
browse  at  night  and  sleep  in  the  forest  in  the 
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daytime.  In  the  evening  they  stand  in  the 
water  on  the  edge  of  the  lake  to  keep  off  the 
flies.  Here  men  hunt  them  in  boats.  A 
man  with  a camera  got  some  beautiful  pic- 
tures of  the  deer  by  floating  softly  near  them 
and  turning  a bright  light  into  their  eyes  to 
dazzle  them.  They  stood  perfectly  still  while 
a flashlight  photo  was  taken. 

“The  deer  meat  is  called  venison.  It  is 
so  good  that  men  have  hunted  the  deer  until 
there  are  very  few  left  except  in  the  mountains 
and  in  the  wildest  parts  of  our  country. 

“Not  only  is  the  deer’s  hearing  very  keen 
but  his  sense  of  smell  warns  him  of  danger. 
When  he  is  frightened,  away  through  the 
brush  he  flies  on  his  slender  legs  which  are  as 
strong  as  iron.  He  swims  a lake  or  a river 
and  jumps  out  on  the  bank  where  the  hunter 
least  expects  him  and  dashes  into  the  forest. 
If  the  dogs  overtake  him,  he  will  toss  them 
on  his  horns,  and  a hunter  knows  better  than 
to  come  too  near  a wounded  deer. 

“ The  doe  hides  her  baby  fawn  deep  in  the 
woods.  She  stays  near  to  guard  it  until  it 
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can  follow  her.  While  it  is  very  small  it 
i can  keep  close  to  her  side  as  she  runs  through 
the  brush.  She  talks  to  the  little  creature 
j but,  listen  as  carefully  as  we  may,  we  can 
hear  no  sound.  The  young  deer  stay  with 
the  mother  until  they  are  large  enough  to 
mate,  so  we  often  saw  a mother  deer  with 
children  of  different  sizes  running  with  her. 
I have  often  thought  of  Skip  and  wondered 
what  became  of  him.” 

“ That  is  a lovely  story,  Mother,”  said 
Daniel,  gratefully.  “ Some  day  soon  I am 
going  to  have  F.  G.  take  me  to  see  the  deer 
at  the  zoo,  and  I am  glad  to  know  so  much 
about  them.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  What  would  you  feed  a baby  deer  ? 

2.  Why  has  he  such  long  slender  legs? 

3.  What  other  animals  butt  with  their  heads? 

4.  What  other  animals  have  keen  noses? 


CHAPTER  XIV 

BABY  BLUEBIRDS 


“ X/17HEN  spring  comes/7  said  the  Bird- 
man,  “ we  shall  be  watching  for  the 
bluebirds  and  robins.  I have  a pet  bluebird 
that  comes  back  to  nest  in  my  garden  every 
spring.77 

“ How  do  they  find  their  way  back? 77 
asked  Daniel. 

“The  birds  have  one  sense  that  we  have 
not/7  said  the  Birdman.  “We  can  see  and 
hear  and  smell  and  taste  and  feel,  but  many 
birds  and  beasts  and  even  fish  have  another 
sense.  It  is  the  sense  of  direction.  No 
matter  how  far  they  may  travel,  this  sense 
always  leads  them  home.  When  I was  in 
the  woods  and  lost  my  way,  I had  to  trust 
to  my  horse.  I remember  old  Dandy. 
Many  a time  I have  wandered  and  wandered 
about,  thinking  I could  find  the  way  alone. 
Then  I would  say,  'Take  us  home,  Dandy/ 
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and  I would  drop  the  reins.  Dandy  would 
wheel  and  go  as  straight  as  an  arrow,  and 
we  always  got  back  safely. 

“A  lost  man  usually  goes  in  a circle  and 
comes  back  to  the  same  place  again  and 
again.  The  only  thing  he  can  do  is  to  choose 
a mark  that  does  not  move  and  go  straight 
toward  it.  Boy  Scouts  are  taken  out  at 
night  and  taught  to  go  toward  certain  stars. 
A mountain  peak  or  a tree  top  is  a guide  in 
the  daytime. 

“It  is  this  sense  of  direction  that  takes  our 
birds  south  in  the  winter  and  brings  them  back 
in  the  spring.  Even  tiny  humming  birds  fly 
long  distances  and  never  lose  their  way. 

“ The  carrier  pigeons  are  the  surest  and 
swiftest  of  all  the  birds.  When  they  are 
taken  from  their  home  nest,  they  return  to 
it  with  great  speed.  They  fly  long  distances 
with  messages  tied  to  their  legs.  They  have 
been  known  to  go  as  fast  as  a mile  a minute. 
That  is  faster  than  most  express  trains.” 

“Can  they  go  as  fast  as  an  airplane?” 
asked  Daniel. 
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“ Well,  I think  the  airplane  can  beat  them,” 
laughed  the  Birdman. 

“ My  uncle  took  a kitty  to  a friend’s 
house  one  time  all  tied  up  in  a basket. 
When  he  got  home  the  kitten  was  there 
before  him,”  said  Daniel. 

“Yes,  the  cat  has  the  home  sense,  too,” 
said  the  Birdman.  “ These  are  just  a few  of 
the  stories  that  prove  animals  can  do  things 
which  we  cannot.  I believe  that  birds  and 
animals  have  a language  of  their  own  that  is 
far  too  fine  in  sound  for  our  ears  to  hear. 
However,  no  one  can  prove  this,  and  it  is 
just  my  own  idea.” 

“ This  morning  while  we  are  thinking  about 
the  coming  of  the  bluebirds,  I am  going  to 
tell  you  about  Blue,  our  mountain  bluebird 
baby.  * George,  my  helper,  found  the  nest 
when  he  saw  the  mother  bluebird  take  a 
grasshopper  to  a woodpecker  hole  in  an  old 
tree  trunk.  It  was  very  near  our  mountain 
cabin. 

“ While  the  mother  was  away,  we  carefully 


* Retold  from  Albert  E.  Stillman’s  “Baby  Blue. 
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The  Bluebird’s  Nest 


cut  the  hole  larger  so  we  could  watch  the 
babies  from  the  ground.  There  were  four 
baby  birds  in  the  nest.  Their  breasts  were 
white  and  reddish  gray.  The  backs  were 
grayish  brown  with  a hint  of  blue  on  the 
wings  and  tail.  The  parent  birds  came 
back  and  fluttered  about  our  heads  like  big 
blue  butterflies,  as  we  looked  at  their  babies. 
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“ The  next  morning  we  saw  both  old  birds 
flitting  about  the  edge  of  a sunny  clearing 
in  the  woods.  Soon  the  mother  bird  flew 
to  the  old  stump,  calling  to  her  babies  in  the 
sweetest  tones  before  she  put  her  head  into 
the  hole.  As  soon  as  she  made  the  first 
sound,  a bluebird  baby  peeped  from  the 
doorway  looking  as  hungry  as  all  babies  do 
in  the  morning.  We  sat  on  a log  watching 
these  four  half-feathered  nestlings  as  they 
came  out  on  a limb. 

1 1 knew  they  would  all  be  gone  soon,  so  I 
took  just  one  from  the  nest  while  the  old 
birds  were  teaching  the  others  to  use  their 
wings.  I made  a little  cage  for  our  blue 
baby  and  George  fed  her  grasshoppers  which 
he  caught  in  the  open  field  below  the  cabin. 
How  she  grew ! At  first  when  we  tried 
to  stroke  her  she  got  as  near  the  bottom  of 
the  cage  as  she  could.  But  in  time  she  was 
no  longer  fearful,  and  I opened  the  cage  door 
and  let  her  hop  over  the  back  of  my  hand 
and  on  up  to  my  shoulder.  At  last  she  got 
on  my  head  and  chirped  loudly  as  if  she  said, 
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4 1 am  hungry  and  there  is  not  a thing  to 
eat.’ 

“ George  coaxed  her  from  her  perch  with  a 
grasshopper,  and  she  sat  on  the  back  of  his 
hand  while  she  ate  it.  Then  I brought  a 
spoonful  of  water  and  offered  her  a drink. 
For  a moment  she  looked  at  it  as  if  to  say, 
‘No,  I will  not.’  But  she  was  very  thirsty, 
so  she  opened  her  beak  and  sipped  some  of 
the  water. 

“ The  next  morning  I opened  the  cage  door 
and  our  Baby  Blue  hopped  out  and  sat  on 
the  table.  When  she  had  finished  her  break- 
fast, she  allowed  George  to  stroke  her  on  the 
! head  with  his  finger.  Then  he  placed  her 
on  his  shoulder  and  walked  off  through  the 
woods. 

“ She  loved  to  ride  on  George’s  shoulder, 
and  he  took  her  with  him  on  many  walks. 
Here  she  sat  while  he  caught  grasshoppers 
and  took  off  their  wings  for  her.  Whenever 
he  found  a new  one,  Blue  would  chirp  gladly 
and  swallow  it  at  once. 

“ Soon  Blue  began  to  fly  about  the  woods, 


102 


SCIENCE  READER 


Bluebird  and  Young 


as  she  liked.  She  went  from  tree  to  tree  but 
always  came  back  to  George’s  shoulder  when 
she  was  hungry.  One  morning  Blue  took  a 
long  trip.  She  flew  across  the  valley  where  a 
pair  of  mountain  bluebirds  were  nesting. 
Perhaps  she  thought  it  was  her  father  and 
mother.  But  these  strange  bluebirds  darted 
after  her  most  unkindly,  and  Blue  flew 
straight  to  me  for  help. 
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Young  House  Wren 


“ One  day  George  and  I stretched  out  on 
some  sweet  pine  needles  for  a nap.  Blue  was 
j not  sleepy.  She  kept  chirping  for  food,  but 
| George  had  been  catching  grasshoppers  all 
the  morning  and  he  was  tired.  Blue  sat  like 
a bright  flower  on  the  white  sleeve  of  his 
waist. 

; “ Only  one  week  more  our  Baby  Blue  stayed 

with  us.  She  had  begun  to  find  grasshoppers 
for  herself  and  then  she  flew  away.  We  saw 
her  one  day  in  the  branches  all  feathered  and 
bright  in  her  dainty  sky-colored  coat,  and 
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we  said  ‘ Good-by/  We  knew  she  would 
some  day  find  a mate  and  a nest  of  her  own 
and  some  baby  birds  in  the  tree  trunk.” 

“When  spring  comes,  I shall  want  to  be 
out  of  doors/’  said  Daniel.  “ Do  you  think 
I can  have  my  splint  off  then?  ” 

“ Let  us  ask  the  doctor  right  away/’  said 
the  Birdman.  “ I surely  hope  so,  for  I shall 
have  so  many  things  to  show  you  next 
summer.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  What  would  you  do  if  you  got  lost  in  the  woods? 

2.  Tell  any  story  of  bluebirds  that  you  know. 

3.  What  good  do  birds  do? 

4.  Why  do  we  not  like  the  English  Sparrow? 


CHAPTER  XV 

A PET  RACCOON 


“IVrOW  tell  about  the  very  nicest  pet  you 
1 ever  had/’  said  Daniel. 

“ My  favorite  pet,”  said  the  Hunter,  “ was 
a young  raccoon  that  I had  when  I was  about 
your  age.  When  I was  a small  boy  I lived 
on  a farm  in  Iowa  with  my  grandfather  one 
summer  and  the  coons  used  to  come  at  night 
and  steal  corn  from  his  fields.  One  spring 
day  when  he  was  down  by  the  creek  he  turned 
over  a big  log  and  there  was  a nest  of  baby 
coons. 

“ They  often  call  the  coon  a 1 little  cousin  to 
the  bear’  because  he  goes  to  sleep  for  the 
winter.  I think  this  is  about  the  only  way 
in  which  he  is  like  a bear  except  that  he  is  a 
very  hungry  beast  and  eats  fish,  flesh,  and 
fowl  and  everything  else  he  can  lay  his  paws 
on. 

“ Well,  this  old  mother  coon  had  stayed  all 
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winter  in  the  log  and  there  was  her  cunning 
family  of  four  little  coon  babies.  Grand- 
father brought  one  home  to  me  in  his  pocket 
even  though  it  hissed  and  scratched.  It  was 
so  small  that  I had  to  feed  it  with  a bottle. 
The  coon  baby  held  the  bottle  tight  with 
his  little  hand-like  claws  and  it  was  more 
than  I wanted  to  do  to  take  it  away  from 
him  until  the  milk  was  gone.  Soon  he  began 
to  lap  his  milk  like  a kitten  and  ate  every- 
thing I brought  him. 
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“ The  little  coon  grew  very  fast.  He  had  a 
sharp  pointed  nose  like  a fox  and  two  big 
black  spots  on  his  cheeks  just  under  his 
eyes  that  looked  like  spectacles,  so  I called 
him  Foxy  Goggles.  His  big  bunch  of  a 
tail  was  about  a third  of  his  body.  It  had 
five  black  rings  around  it. 

“I  let  him  run  around  the  yard  until  one 
day  I caught  him  stealing  hens’  eggs.  He 
dropped  and  broke  them  and  then  lapped  up 
the  egg  from  the  broken  shell.  So  then  I 
had  to  tie  him  in  a pen. 

“ Soon  I noticed  that  he  washed  all  his 
food.  There  was  a pan  of  water  in  the  pen, 
and  no  matter  what  I brought  he  took  it  in 
his  little  forepaws,  dipped  it  into  the  water 
and  moved  it  up  and  down. 

“ One  day  I threw  him  a young  hen  that 
had  been  killed  by  a wagon  wheel.  Foxy 
Goggles  knew  just  what  to  do  with  it.  He 
stripped  off  the  feathers  with  his  sharp  claws 
and  ripped  it  open  just  as  a cook  would 
dress  a chicken.  Then  he  ate  all  the  parts 
that  we  would  eat,  leaving  the  beak  and 
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claws.  He  liked  vegetables  and  fruit  but 
was  most  happy  when  I gave  him  an  ear  of 
sweet  corn. 

“ Every  old  man  that  came  to  the  farm 
that  summer  told  about  the  coonskin  cap 
he  used  to  wear  with  the  ringed  tail  hang- 
ing down  behind.  One  day  my  grandfather 
brought  his  old  one  down  from  the  attic  and 
I wore  it  myself.  They  all  told  me  stories  of 
coon  hunts.” 

“They  did?  ” cried  Daniel.  “Did  you 
ever  go  on  a coon  hunt?  ” 

“ A good  many  years  later  when  I was  in 
the  south  I really  went  on  a coon  hunt,” 
said  the  Hunter.  “ I will  tell  you  about  it. 

“Coons  sleep  in  the  daytime  and  hunt  at 
night,  so  most  of  the  coon  hunts  are  carried 
on  with  torchlights.  The  men  carried  axes 
to  cut  down  the  trees  and  had  their  best 
hunting  dogs  to  track  the  coon.  They  took 
a colored  boy  named  Sam  along  to  climb  the 
trees.  The  dogs  knew  where  we  were  going 
and  were  much  excited.  They  sniffed  and 
barked  as  they  hunted  for  a trail. 
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Coons  Come  Out  at  Night 

“ 1 Find  ’em,  Rover ! ’ 1 Sic  ’em,  Tige ! ’ called 
the  men.  Into  the  woods  we  went,  guided  by 
the  blazing  pine  torches  of  the  men.  It 
seemed  to  me  we  walked  many  miles  before 
the  dogs  stopped  at  the  foot  of  a tree  and 
began  to  bark  loudly. 

“Here  was  the  coon!  We  could  not  see 
him  but  we  knew  he  must  be  in  the  top  of 
the  tree.  The  men  lighted  bonfires  some  dis- 
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tance  away  and  soon  it  was  as  light  as  day 
all  around  the  tree.  Sam  was  sent  up  the 
tree  to  see  if  he  could  shake  the  coon  from  the 
limbs,  but  Mr.  Coon  was  hanging  tight  to 
the  topmost  branch  and  Sam  had  to  come 
down  leaving  him  there. 

“ Then  the  men  began  to  cut  the  tree  while 
we  all  watched  lest  the  coon  escape.  Crash! 
down  it  came,  and  the  dogs  made  a rush,  but 
the  coon  was  too  quick  for  them.  Like  a 
flash  he  struck  the  ground,  jumped,  and  ran 
up  another  tree.  We  could  see  his  bright 
frightened  eyes  shining  like  balls  of  light. 
One  of  the  men  shot  him  and  he  fell  to  the 
ground.  He  was  about  as  big  as  Waldo  and 
had  a beautiful  tail  with  five  rings  and  a 
black  tip. 

“ Once  I saw  a coon  fight  off  three  dogs 
with  his  sharp  claws  after  he  had  been  shaken 
from  a limb.  The  brave  little  fellow  lay  on 
his  back  and  drove  off  every  dog  that  came 
near. 

“ Coons  like  to  live  near  a stream  where 
they  can  catch  fish.  They  hunt  out  birds’ 
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Foxy  Goggles 

nests  and  eat  the  young  and  the  eggs.  They 
can  break  clam  shells  and  scoop  out  the 
clams.  Grandfather  used  to  catch  a good 
many  coons  by  setting  traps  along  the  edge 
of  the  cornfield  when  the  corn  was  half  ripe. 
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“ But  I must  tell  you  the  end  of  Foxy 
Goggles.  He  was  very  curious  and  often  got 
into  trouble.  He  played  with  a wooden  ball 
and  chewed  it  with  his  sharp  teeth.  When 
rain  came  he  made  tracks  around  his  pen 
that  looked  like  those  of  a baby’s  bare  foot. 
One  day  he  got  out  of  the  pen  and  went  to  a 
neighbor’s  garden.  Of  course  they  sent  their 
dog  after  him  and  Foxy  Goggles  did  not 
come  back.  I missed  him  more  than  I can 
tell  you,  for  he  was  as  cunning  as  a monkey; 
and  I am  sure  of  all  the  animals  that  I have 
petted  and  loved,  not  even  the  Baby  Orang 
was  more  interesting  than  Foxy  Goggles.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Draw  the  picture  of  a raccoon. 

2.  Would  you  rather  go  hunting  by  night  or  by  day? 
Why? 

3.  What  other  animals  prowl  for  food  at  night? 

4.  How  are  animals  that  hunt  by  night  different  from 
those  that  hunt  by  day? 


CHAPTER  XVI 

STRANGE  BABY  BIRDS  OF  THE  SEA 

T T was  snowing  hard  and  the  day  was  very 
cold.  Mary  piled  wood  on  the  fire.  “I 
hardly  think  any  one  will  get  here  to-day,” 
she  said.  “ Have  you  plenty  of  work  to  do 
on  your  typewriter?  ” 

Daniel  had  a frolic  with  Waldo  on  the 
bed,  then  watched  him  while  he  drank  milk 
from  the  same  dish  as  the  kittens.  Puffball 
and  Jetty  were  cunning  now  and  very  loving 
pets.  Jetty  liked  to  swing  on  the  curtains, 
and  when  Puffball  chased  his  spool  Jetty  ran 
after  it  too  and  there  was  great  excitement. 
Sometimes  when  the  spool  rolled  across  the 
floor,  Waldo  joined  in  the  scramble.  Mother 
Muff  looked  on  as  she  sat  on  the  window  sill 
and  purred. 

F.  G.  always  had  a frolic  with  DaniePs  pets 
when  she  came.  Waldo  sat  up  and  begged 
for  her  very  nicely,  and  the  kittens  played 
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with  her  crutches.  But  it  was  too  cold  for 
F.  G.  to-day. 

DaniePs  lessons  were  learned  and  a page 
neatly  finished  for  his  book,  and  snow  was 
still  falling. 

A few  minutes  later  a ring  came  at  the  bell 
and  Mary  brought  in  the  Hunter. 

“Well,  this  is  luck!”  cried  Daniel,  with 
joy.  “I  knew  the  Birdman  and  F.  G.  would 
never  brave  this  storm;  and  I didn’t  know 
you  were  back,  so  I was  expecting  a lonely 
afternoon.” 

The  Hunter  shook  DaniePs  hand  warmly 
and  sat  down  to  toast  his  feet  before  the 
fire.  He  put  a large  fur  cap  on  the  floor 
beside  his  chair  and  Jetty  and  Puff  had  great 
sport  with  it.  “They  think  it  is  a big 
mouse,”  laughed  Daniel. 

“If  you  had  spent  the  winter  with  me  far 
down  in  the  South  Seas,  you  would  call  this 
a May  day,”  said  the  Hunter.  “There  are 
some  of  the  strangest  birds  living  down 
there.  They  are  the  only  things  that  try 
to  live  there  except  the  gulls  and  seals.” 
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Penguin  and  Young 

“Tell  me  about  the  strange  birds,”  said 
Daniel. 

“You  know,”  said  the  Hunter,  “ during  the 
winter  near  the  South  Pole  it  is  dark  for 
months.  Then  in  the  summer  it  is  day  all 
! the  time  just  as  long  as  it  was  night.  One 
j day  we  went  out  on  the  ice  over  the  water 
to  look  about.  There  sat  a big  bird  on  a 
sheet  of  ice  hatching  an  egg.” 

Daniel  laughed.  “That  is  a joke.  I 
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shall  tell  that  to  the  Birdman  and  see  what 
he  says.77 

“No,  that  is  true/7  said  the  Hunter. 

“ How  could  an  egg  lie  on  a sheet  of  ice 
without  freezing? 77  asked  Daniel,  laughing 
still  louder. 

“ Did  I say  the  egg  was  on  the  ice? 77  asked 
the  Hunter.  “ The  egg  was  all  wrapped  up  in 
a fold  of  the  bird7s  feathers  far  down  on  its 
body,  and  was  as  cozy  and  warm  as  any  egg 
you  ever  saw.  The  mother  bird  was  a pen- 
guin. She  was  a large  bird,  as  high  as  your 
shoulder.  She  was  a beautiful  creature  — 
yellow,  black,  and  white.  Her  legs  were  very 
short  and  she  walked  or  waddled  with  her 
toes  turned  out.  When  she  was  in  a hurry, 
she  pulled  herself  along  with  her  flippers  on 
all  fours.  When  she  sat  upright,  she  rested 
on  the  tip  of  her  short  black  tail  just  as  if 
she  had  three  legs. 

“ The  father  bird  did  not  seem  to  be  afraid 
but  walked  toward  me.  Finally  he  bowed  his 
head.  Then  he  took  a few  steps  and  bowed 
again,  and  squawked  as  if  to  say,  ‘ What  do 
you  want?7 
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“ I made  a sound  as  nearly  like  his  voice 
as  I could  imitate  it  and  walked  nearer, 
for  the  light  was  very  dim  and  I wanted  to 
see  him  closer.  It  was  then  I frightened  the 
mother  penguin,  and  she  dropped  her  egg  out 
of  the  fold  in  her  stomach.  That  is  how  I 
knew  about  her  winter  hatching.  The  father- 
looked  so  friendly  that  I tried  to  get  nearer, 
but  he  suddenly  made  a dash  for  me  and 
gave  me  a smart  blow  with  one  of  his  short, 
black  flippers  which  for  the  penguin  take  the 
place  of  wings.  Had  I not  worn  fur  leggings, 
I would  have  had  a sore  leg.  Then  the  father 
penguin  picked  up  the  egg  and  put  it  into 
his  own  stomach  feathers.  They  lay  only 
one  egg.’ 7 

“Why  does  the  bird  have  flippers  instead 
of  wings  ?”  asked  Daniel. 

“ Because  he  has  lived  so  many  years  in  the 
sea.  He  uses  the  flippers  like  a seal  and 
dives  under  water  like  a torpedo  boat.  He 
has  no  need  to  fly,  for  there  are  no  bugs  nor 
insects  for  food  in  this  cold  land.  There  are 
only  fish  and  sea  food  to  live  on. 
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“ In  the  summer  when  the  days  get  warmer 
with  the  sunshine  for  a few  weeks,  another 
species,  the  smaller  cousins  of  this  penguin, 
hatch  their  young  in  nests. 

“I  found  a group  of  them  on  some  rocks 
near  the  sea  and  watched  them  for  several 
days.  They  looked  like  a lot  of  tiny  dwarfs 
in  dress-up  clothes,  for  their  backs  and  heads 
and  flippers  were  jet  black  and  their  shirt 
fronts  pure  white.  They  had  white  rings 
about  their  eyes  that  gave  them  a very 
solemn  look,  as  if  they  wore  goggles.  Some 
of  the  hens  were  sitting. 

“The  nest  was  made  entirely  of  stones. 
The  father  bird  brought  the  stones  and  the 
mother  made  the  nest.  The  other  penguins 
were  always  ready  to  steal  the  stones,  and 
sometimes  they  even  walked  off  with  them 
while  the  mother  was  sitting  on  the  nest. 
The  smaller  penguin  mother  laid  two  white 
eggs  larger  than  a hen’s  egg.  The  eggs  were 
gathered  up  in  the  folds  of  her  feathers  and 
kept  close  against  the  body.  Sometimes  the 
father  came  and  spoke  to  his  mate  as  if  he 
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said,  ‘Now  you  go  to  the  water  and  have  a 
nice  bath,  and  I will  sit  on  the  eggs/  After 
much  coaxing,  she  would  get  off  the  nest  and 
I air  the  eggs  and  let  the  father  take  his  turn. 

“The  robber  gulls  were  always  ready  to 
steal  the  eggs.  One  would  fly  down  quickly 
and  seize  an  egg  in  its  bill,  and  the  penguin 
could  not  follow  because  it  could  not  fly. 
If  the  father  penguin  was  near  when  the  gull 
came,  he  fought  it  with  his  feet  and  flippers. 

“A  great  storm  came  up  while  we  were 
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watching  the  penguins  and  we  had  to  go  to 
camp,  but  when  we  returned  there  were  the 
birds  sitting  under  the  snow.  Their  breath 
had  melted  the  snow  and  only  their  heads 
with  the  funny  eyes  stuck  out.  In  five  weeks 
the  baby  penguins  were  hatched,  and  then 
how  the  father  and  mother  worked  to  feed 
them ! They  were  little  dark  gray  babies  and 
for  a few  days  were  unable  to  walk. 

“ The  parents  hurried  out  to  sea,  one  at  a 
time,  and  came  back  with  food.  As  the 
little  birds  grew  fatter  and  fatter,  the  parents 
grew  thinner  and  thinner.  Soon  the  babies 
had  enough  feathers  to  keep  them  warm,  but 
the  gulls  were  just  as  ready  to  eat  the  babies 
as  they  had  been  to  eat  the  eggs,  so  they 
had  to  be  watched  all  the  time. 

“ The  baby  penguins  were  very  funny  when 
they  had  their  new  black  and  white  coats 
like  the  mother’s.  This  new  coat  grew  under 
the  gray  down,  and  when  the  last  scrap  of 
gray  was  gone  the  young  penguins  were 
ready  for  the  water.  Soon  they  were  diving 
about  in  the  ocean  with  their  parents.” 
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Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Why  do  birds  sit  on  their  eggs? 

2.  How  could  a mother  penguin  hatch  eggs  on  the  ice? 

3.  What  are  the  most  awkward  birds  you  know? 

4.  How  is  a goose  like  a penguin? 


CHAPTER  XVII 


THE  YOUNG  HIPPO  AND  THE 
BABY  RHINO 

“T  LEARNED  how  to  spell  two  words 
yesterday,”  said  Daniel. 

“What  are  they?”  asked  F.  G. 

“ 1 Hippopotamus 7 and  1 rhinoceros/  77  said 
Daniel ; “ but  if  I saw  those  animals,  I would 
not  know  them  apart.77 

“They  are  alike  and  very  different,  too,77 
said  F.  G.  “Suppose  we  go  to  the  zoo  this 
morning  and  look  them  over.77 

On  the  way  F.  G.  told  Daniel  something 
of  the  big  animals  they  were  going  to  see. 
“ ‘ Hippopotamus 7 means  river  horse”  she 
said.  “The  hippopotamus  lives  in  the  water 
and  eats  the  reeds,  grass,  and  river  plants 
along  the  banks,  but  the  rhinoceros  lives  in 
the  woods  and  browses  on  the  stems,  roots, 
and  leaves  of  the  underbrush.  Sometimes 
we  speak  of  the  hippopotamus  as  a hippo 
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and  of  the  rhinoceros  as  a rhino . 

“ ‘ Rhinoceros  ’ means  horned  snout.  Some 
rhinos  have  one  horn  on  their  noses  and 
others  have  two.  He  is  the  only  animal  that 
has  a horn  on  his  nose.  The  hippo  and  rhino 
both  have  thick  gray  skins  like  the  elephant. 
They  are  next  in  size  to  the  elephant,  but  the 
hippo  weighs  more  than  the  rhino.  Some 
of  them  weigh  three  or  four  tons.” 
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African  Pygmy  Hippo  and  Baby 

At  the  zoo  they  found  the  hippos  were  kept 
in  a great  tank  filled  with  water.  There  was 
a fat  baby  hippo  riding  on  its  mother’s  back. 
His  wide  nose  and  mouth  and  bulging  eyes 
looked  just  like  his  mother’s.  He  weighed 
about  as  much  as  Daniel  and  was  pink  and 
white  like  a young  pig. 

“This  is  Jim  and  Peggy  and  their  young 
son,  Mike,”  said  the  keeper.  “Peggy  is  such 
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a kind  old  creature  that  I was  surprised  one 
morning  when  I came  to  the  tank  to  have 
her  rush  at  me  with  her  mouth  wide  open.  I 
did  not  understand  it.  Then  I saw  peeping 
over  her  head  this  funny  little  red  Mike. 
He  cannot  swim  much  but  rides  around  on 
his  mother’s  back.” 

The  keeper  called  Jim  to  him  with  a bucket 
of  vegetables.  Daniel  caught  his  breath  as 
the  beast  opened  his  great  mouth.  “ He 
could  swallow  me  in  about  a minute,”  he 
thought.  The  nose  was  covered  with  stiff 
bristles  and  the  teeth  were  large  tusks  weigh- 
ing five  or  six  pounds  apiece.  “ He  lets  me 
clean  them  with  a broom,”  said  the  keeper, 
“and  I can  sit  in  his  mouth.  His  stomach 
will  hold  about  five  or  six  bushels  of  food. 
We  feed  him  hay  as  well  as  potatoes.” 

When  Jim  was  fed,  the  keeper  stroked  the 
inside  of  his  great  cavern  of  a mouth.  The 
hippo  held  it  wide  open  as  if  he  enjoyed 
it.  Suddenly  Father  Hippo  grunted  and 
gave  a few  shrill  squeals  and  Peggy  swam 
away  under  the  water  with  Mike  on  her  back. 
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“ What  a strange  little  noise  for  such  a big 
beast ! ” said  F.  G. 

“ Would  you  like  a ride  on  his  back?  ” said 
the  keeper. 

“ Not  I,”  said  Daniel.  “HI  slipped  off,  he 
might  step  on  me.  What  small  eyes  he  has ! ” 

“ His  ears  and  nose  are  more  useful  than 
his  eyes,”  said  the  keeper.  “ His  skin  is 
about  two  inches  thick.  It  is  a hard  matter 
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The  Hippos  Were  in  a Tank  of  Water 

to  kill  a hippo  with  a gun.  They  must  be 
shot  near  the  root  of  the  ear  or  in  the  eye. 
The  natives  of  Africa  like  the  flesh  of  the 
baby  hippo.” 

“ Will  a hippo  eat  a man?  ” asked  Daniel. 
“No,  they  do  not  eat  flesh, ” said  the 
keeper.  “ Sometimes  they  kill  men  and  ani- 
mals when  they  are  angry,  but  not  for  food. 
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“ The  hippo  likes  to  sleep  in  a pool  in  the 
daytime  with  his  head  just  out  of  the  water. 
In  Africa  they  go  in  herds,  several  together. 
At  night  they  roam  on  the  banks  and  about 
the  fields.  Sometimes  they  eat  the  gardens 
of  the  natives.  The  hippo  is  a lazy  looking 
fellow  as  he  floats  about  on  the  water,  but 
he  can  travel  a long  distance  if  he  is  hungry. 

“Now  in  this  other  cage  we  will  see  our 
old  warrior,  the  rhino/’  said  the  keeper. 
“ He  is  the  ugliest  beast  in  the  zoo,  but  he  is 
a true  soldier,  for  he  has  a sword  on  his 
nose.” 

When  Daniel  saw  the  rhino  he  thought  the 
keeper  was  right.  He  had  even  less  beauty 
than  the  hippo.  His  skin  was  slate-colored 
like  the  hippo’s,  but  it  was  very  thick  and 
wrinkled  with  plates  on  the  sides  and  back. 
The  rhino  was  about  as  tall  as  a man  and  as 
long  as  an  elephant  and  his  legs  were  thick 
and  clumsy.  His  little  weak  eyes  were  set 
deep  in  his  head. 

“ He  does  not  see  well,”  said  the  keeper, 
“ but  his  scent  is  very  keen.  The  hunters 
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must  always  keep  themselves  where  the  wind 
will  not  take  their  scent  toward  him,  for 
he  smells  danger  at  a long  distance.  That 
great  horn  on  his  nose  will  tear  a man  or  a 
beast  to  pieces.  He  can  drive  off  a lion  or 
an  elephant  with  his  horn,  or  dig  up  bushes 
and  small  trees.’ ’ 

“Can  he  run?”  asked  Daniel. 

“Can  he?”  laughed  the  keeper.  “You 
ought  to  see  him  tear  through  the  brush ; 
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rocks  and  stones  will  not  stop  him.  The 
only  way  a hunter  can  get  away  from  him 
is  to  dodge  to  one  side.  The  rhino  cannot 
turn  quickly  but  goes  straight  ahead.  It  is 
hard  to  kill  him,  for  the  skin  on  his  back  is 
several  inches  thick.  The  natives  use  the 
rhino  skin  for  shields. 

“ Once  when  I was  hunting  in  the  jungle,  I 
crept  within  shooting  distance  of  a rhino 
that  was  in  the  bushes.  The  wind  did  not 
carry  my  scent,  and  he  could  not  see  well 
enough  to  know  that  I was  not  a stone  or  a 
tree.  On  his  back  were  the  little  rhino  birds 
that  feed  upon  the  insects  that  live  in  the 
folds  of  his  skin.  Suddenly  they  heard  me 
and  flew  away  with  sharp  little  cries.  Then 
the  rhino  turned  his  head  and  scented  me. 
He  gave  a shrill  squeal  and  set  off  in  the 
other  direction  and  was  soon  out  of  sight. 

“ Rhinos  are  much  disturbed  by  mosquitoes 
and  insects.  They  bury  themselves  deep  in 
the  mud  of  the  river  banks  to  escape  them. 
There  are  very  tender  parts  about  the  ears 
where  they  suffer  greatly.” 
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“ Did  you  ever  see  a baby  rhino?  ” asked 
F.  G. 

“Yes,  the  father  and  mother  rhino  live 
together  in  the  jungles  with  their  baby.  They 
say  you  can  never  capture  a baby  rhino  with- 
out first  killing  the  mother.  When  she  walks 
through  the  jungle,  she  makes  the  baby  go 
first  and  guides  him  with  her  horn.  They  feed 
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at  night  in  the  bushes  and  lie  in  the  mud 
through  the  day.” 

“ Did  you  ever  have  a baby  rhino  here?  ” 
asked  Daniel. 

“Yes,  this  one  was  brought  to  us  from 
Africa  when  he  was  quite  small.  He  had  no 
horn  on  his  nose  then  but  a bunch  where 
one  grew  later.  When  he  was  small  he  often 
charged  and  made  a dive  with  his  nose  when 
he  was  teased,  but  most  of  the  time  he  was 
playful  and  loving.  He  has  grown  into  this 
good  old  rhino  who  lets  people  alone  if  they 
do  not  disturb  him.” 

“Now,  which  would  you  rather  have, 
Daniel,”  asked  F.  G.,  “a  hippo  or  a rhino?  ” 

“Well,”  said  Daniel,  “I  believe  I would 
rather  have  a soldier  with  a sword  than  a 
big  fat  river  horse.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  How  would  you  feed  a hippo  ? 

2.  How  is  he  like  an  elephant  ? 

3.  Can  you  give  any  reason  why  these  animals  should 
be  protected? 


CHAPTER  XVIII 
THE  BABY  PARROT 

HPHE  doctor  came  in  one  day  with  a pair  of 
crutches  under  his  arm.  “ Are  those  F. 
G.’s  crutches?  ” asked  Daniel. 

“V.  G.  sent  them  to  a friend  of  hers. 
Would  you  like  to  get  out  of  bed  and  try 
them?  ” 

“ Would  I?  ” cried  Daniel.  Waldo  went 
on  to  the  floor  with  a thud  as  Daniel  threw 
back  the  covers  of  his  bed. 

“ Go  slow,”  said  the  doctor ; “it  takes 
some  time  to  get  used  to  crutches.  We  will 
only  make  a start  to-day.  Can  you  think  of 
a place  to  hide  them  until  you  have  learned 
to  walk  so  you  can  surprise  your  mother? 
F.  G.  wants  you  to  use  them  well  before  your 
mother  knows  about  it.” 

“ Mary  can  hide  anything,”  said  Daniel, 
with  his  eyes  shining.  “Just  let  me  try 
them.” 
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Daniel  found  it  hard  to  use  the  crutches. 
The  leg  in  the  splint  was  heavy,  and  he  be- 
came tired  very  soon  and  ready  to  rest. 

“ Try  again  to-morrow,”  said  the  doctor, 
“ and  again  the  next  day,  and  you  will  soon 
be  walking  about  the  room.” 

F.  G.  came  over  one  afternoon  and  gave 
Daniel  a lesson.  How  Mary  laughed  to  see 
them  hopping  about  the  room  after  each 
other  like  two  frogs! 

At  last  came  the  night  that  Daniel  met  his 
mother  at  the  door.  The  crutches  fell  to  the 
floor  and  mother’s  hat  rolled  down  the  steps 
as  she  held  him  in  her  arms.  David  was 
right  behind  and  shouted  with  joy  to  see 
Daniel  walking  about  by  himself.  Of  course  he 
tried  the  crutches,  too,  but  gave  up  very  soon. 

“I  am  glad  I do  not  have  to  use  them,”  he 
said  ; “ but,  Daniel,  isn’t  it  great  that  you  can 
walk?  As  soon  as  warm  weather  comes  you 
can  go  outdoors.” 

“Now  that  you  can  help  yourself,”  said 
F.  G.,  a few  weeks  later,  “I  am  going  to 
take  you  boys  to  my  bird  house.” 
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“Oh,  good!  To  see  your  parrots?”  asked 
Daniel. 

“To  be  sure,”  said  F.  G.  “James  will 
come  for  all  of  you  on  Saturday.” 

F.  G.’s  bird  house  was  a very  large  build- 
ing inclosed  with  glass.  The  air  was  kept 
warm  and  moist  in  the  winter  by  a great 
steam  heater.  There  were  goldfish  in  a 
fountain  near  the  door,  and  bright-colored 
birds  were  flying  about  among  beautiful 
plants  and  vines. 

“Come  into  my  little  garden  just  like  the 
south,”  said  F.  G.,  who  was  waiting  for 
them. 

“ Isn’t  this  wonderful  on  a winter  day?  ” 
said  the  boys. 

Suddenly  above  their  heads  came  a queer, 
rough  voice.  “Hello  there,”  it  said.  On 
the  limb  of  a tree  sat  a little  gray  parrot 
with  a red  tail. 

“ Hello,  Polly,”  replied  Daniel,  who  was 
first  to  see  the  bird. 

“Cut  it  out!”  rudely  scolded  Polly,  ruf- 
fling her  feathers. 
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The  boys  laughed  so  loud  that  Polly  flew 
to  the  other  side  of  the  room  and  looked  at 
them  in  surprise.  She  refused  to  say  another 
word,  even  though  they  coaxed  her. 

“ She  talks  better  about  supper  time,” 
said  F.  G.  “ Come  and  see  the  other  birds 
and  let  her  alone  for  a while.” 

In  a large  cage  in  a corner  were  two  tiny, 
bright  green  birds.  Their  heads  were  close 
together  as  they  snuggled  up  in  the  corner  of 
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James  Offered  a Broom  Handle  to  the  Macaw 


the  cage.  “ These  are  Prince  and  Queenie, 
my  love  birds,”  said  F.  G.  “You  would 
think  to  see  them  that  they  never  quarrel, 
but  sometimes  when  they  are  fed  I have 
heard  some  very  naughty,  cross  squawks.” 
On  top  of  the  door  sat  a large  red-and-blue 
macaw.  His  long,  gaudy  tail  feathers  hung 
down  so  David  could  have  pulled  them.  But 
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when  he  came  near,  the  bird  scolded  in  a 
harsh  voice. 

“Why  do  such  beautiful  birds  have  such 
scolding  voices?  ” asked  Martin. 

“I  have  often  wondered,”  answered  F.  G. 
“Perhaps  it  is  because  the  good  things  are 
divided  up  in  this  world.” 

“Is  Polly  the  only  one  that  talks?”  asked 
David. 

“There  is  a white  cockatoo  in  the  next 
room  that  says  ‘ Cocky/  ” said  F.  G.  “ Polly 
talks  a great  deal  when  she  feels  like  it.” 

“ Did  you  teach  her?  ” asked  Daniel, 
laughing  as  he  thought  of  the  bird’s  words. 

“I  have  taught  her  some  things,”  smiled 
F.  G.,  “but  she  often  surprises  me  with  the 
slang  she  has  picked  up.” 

In  another  cage  were  several  parrakeets. 
They  were  green  and  yellow  with  deep  blue 
spots  on  their  tails  and  on  each  side  of  their 
beaks.  They  belong  to  the  parrot  family 
but  are  much  smaller. 

“ Have  you  any  baby  parrots  here?  ” asked 
Daniel,  with  his  book  ever  in  mind. 
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“The  Beak  is  Strong  enough  to  Bite  Wood” 

“ I once  had  some  baby  parrakeets. 
Parrots  very  seldom  raise  young  when  they 
are  caged. 

“In  the  summer  when  the  grass  is  wet 
with  dew  James  takes  the  parrakeets  out  and 
lets  them  roll  in  the  grass.  That  is  the  way 
they  like  to  take  their  bath.  When  it  is  cold 
it  is  fun  to  see  them  ruffle  their  feathers 
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when  he  turns  a fine  spray  of  water  in  their 
cage. 

“ One  spring  I had  a piece  of  hollow  log 
put  in  the  cage  to  see  if  they  would  build  a 
nest.  They  soon  dug  an  opening  with  their 
strong,  curved  beaks  and  laid  six  white  eggs. 

“ The  father  bird  fed  the  mother  while  she 
sat  on  the  eggs.  I put  cooked  cereal  and 
bread  soaked  in  water  in  the  cage  to  help 
him.  The  baby  parrakeets  were  downy  little 
fellows,  but  it  was  hard  to  get  a look  at 
them  snuggled  down  in  the  log.  I was  afraid 
to  disturb  them. 

“In  a month  they  had  all  their  feathers, 
and  the  first  one  had  begun  to  pop  his  head 
out  of  the  hole  in  the  log. 

“His  father  cheered  him  on  and  tried  to 
get  him  to  fly.  The  father  and  mother 
brought  food  and  showed  it  to  him  in  their 
beaks  and  backed  away.  The  poor  little 
bird  wanted  to  come  out,  for  he  was  crowded 
in  that  log.  But  the  great  world  looked  so 
strange  and  big  to  him.  When  he  looked 
down  it  made  him  dizzy,  and  when  he  looked 
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up  there  was  nothing  to  get  hold  of.  He  had 
! never  tried  his  wings,  although  he  saw  his 
father  flying  all  about.  There  was  his 
mother,  too,  flying  about  and  eating  from 
the  seed  pan.  But  he  was  afraid. 

“ His  mother  tried  to  coax  him  with  food, 
and  the  father  got  in  the  log  and  tried  to 
| push  him  from  behind.  But  baby  parra- 
keet  held  fast.  It  was  three  days  before  he 
had  courage  enough  to  hop  out  of  the  nest 
and  seat  himself  on  a perch.  Then  how  the 
1 father  and  mother  cheered  him!  They  flew 
to  his  side  and  chirped  and  fed  him.  His 
mother  plumed  his  feathers  and  cleaned  them 
well.  Soon  the  baby  bird  began  to  preen 
them  himself.  He  stretched  out  his  wings 
and  his  feet,  and  shortly  he  was  flying  about 
the  cage. 

“This  is  the  bird.  He  is  almost  as  large 
as  his  parents  now.”  But  the  parrakeets 
looked  rather  stupid,  and  the  boys  went  back 
to  find  the  parrot. 

“I  don't  like  you,  I don't  like  you,” 
squalled  Polly,  when  she  saw  them. 
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James  came  in  with  a broom  handle  and 
offered  it  to  the  macaw.  The  big  bird  rolled 
his  eyes  in  a funny  manner  and  hopped  on  to 
the  handle. 

“ Is  that  the  way  to  carry  him?  ” asked 
David. 

“I  am  sorry  to  say,”  laughed  F.  G.,  “that 
we  cannot  trust  him  any  other  way.  That 
beak  of  his  is  so  strong  he  can  bite  into 
pieces  of  wood,  so  we  do  not  take  him  in  our 
hands.” 

The  white  cockatoo  with  the  yellow  top- 
knot  said  “ Cocky,”  over  and  over,  and  the 
parrot  said  “ Lena,  Lena,  Lena,”  in  a soft 
voice. 

“That  is  my  name,”  said  F.  G. 

The  boys  had  a happy  afternoon  looking 
at  the  strange  plants.  There  were  bananas 
growing  and  spice  plants  with  their  dainty 
leaves  which  smelled  like  the  spices  in  boxes 
at  home. 

At  last  a maid  brought  hot  chocolate, 
sandwiches,  and  cake  to  the  dining-room. 

“This  was  the  very  nicest  thing  I could 
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have  done  on  my  first  visit  away  from  home,” 
said  Daniel,  gratefully. 

“ You  are  coming  again  very  soon  with 
your  mother,”  said  F.  G.  “I  am  so  sorry  she 
could  not  come  to-day.” 

“ Good-by,  Polly,”  called  the  boys. 

“Nice  Polly,  good  Polly.  I love  Polly,” 
said  the  gray  parrot. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Why  is  it  that  parrots  can  talk  like  people  while 
other  birds  cannot? 

2.  How  would  you  train  a parrot  ? 

3.  Tell  the  best  parrot  story  you  know. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


STRANGE  BABY  ANIMALS  OF  OTHER 
LANDS 

OU  can  count  on  me  on  all  the  stormy 


days,”  said  the  Hunter,  as  he  came  in 
one  day  in  a heavy  rain.  “There  is  some- 
thing about  a storm  that  calls  me  to  get 
out  into  it.” 

“Then  I shall  be  glad  when  it  storms,” 
said  Daniel.  “I  enjoy  F.  G.  and  the  Bird- 
man,  but  you  always  have  something  excit- 
ing to  tell  about,  and  a rainy  day  needs 
something  exciting  to  make  you  forget.” 
“Hello,  Puss,”  said  the  Hunter,  taking 
Jetty  up  and  cuddling  her  in  his  lap.  “You 
are  a fine  Pussy-puss.  Daniel,  did  you  ever 
hear  of  a platypus?  ” 

“What  kind  of  a puss  is  that?”  asked 
Daniel. 

“ It  isn’t  a puss  at  all,  but  a funny  mix-up 
of  a duck  and  a mole  and  a turtle.  Some 
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people  call  it  the  duck  mole,  or  duckbill. 
This  strange  little  creature  lives  in  Australia. 
It  is  a bird,  a beast,  and  a reptile,  all  in  one. 
Its  bill  is  black  and  naked  like  a duck’s, 
and  it  has  webbed  feet,  and  lays  eggs.  Its 
body  is  like  a very  large  mole’s  covered  with 
soft  brown  fur  with  longer  hair  over  it  on  the 
back  and  sides.  This  odd  bird-beast  has  a tail 
which  is  short  and  flat  and  hairy.  It  swims  in 
water  like  a turtle,  but  lives  in  a hole  in  the 
ground  which  it  digs  with  its  sharp  little  claws. 

“ At  the  end  of  a long  tunnel  is  a room  lined 
with  dried  water  plants  for  a nest.  Here  the 
duckbill  stays  in  the  daytime,  but  at  night 
it  swims  about  in  the  water,  digging  in  the 
mud  with  its  beak  for  shellfish  and  insects. 
The  duckbill  has  pouches  in  the  sides  of  its 
cheeks  where  it  stores  its  food  until  it  can 
crack  the  shells  later  with  its  horny  jaws. 
It  is  a very  shy  beast.  I have  seen  them  late 
in  the  evening  when  they  come  to  the  surface 
of  the  water  and  float  about.  They  will  take 
bait  from  a hook  like  a fish  and  the  natives 
often  catch  them  that  way. 
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The  Duckbill  Platypus 

“The  duckbill  chooses  a fresh-water  stream 
for  its  home.  It  digs  in  the  bank  and  makes 
one  opening  under  the  water  and  the  other 
above  on  the  bank.  The  mother  lays  several 
eggs  with  soft  shells  like  a turtle’s  and  sits 
on  them  like  a duck.  The  babies  are  very 
blind  and  weak  and  helpless  at  first.  Their 
beaks  are  very  short  and  round,  so  they  can 
feed  from  the  mother’s  breast  like  kittens. 
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When  they  are  older,  they  have  horny  ribs 
inside  their  bills  to  serve  as  teeth  and  crack 
the  shells  of  the  shellfish  they  eat.” 

“Did  you  ever  see  the  babies?”  asked 
Daniel,  eagerly.  “You  know  they  have  to  be 
little  fellows  to  get  into  my  book.” 

“I  know  that  quite  well,”  said  the  Hunter. 
“That  is  why  I am  telling  you  about  them, 
for  I had  some  for  pets  once.  When  I was 
in  Australia,  a native  brought  me  two  little 
duckbills.  They  were  like  little  puppies  and 
rolled  and  played  together  and  bit  each  other 
with  their  bony  little  beaks.  When  they  went 
to  sleep  they  rolled  themselves  into  balls, 
with  their  feet  and  heads  and  tails  almost 
out  of  sight  against  their  furry  stomachs. 

“The  feet  of  my  little  duckbills  had  a great 
wide  web  to  help  them  in  swimming,  but 
when  they  wanted  to  dig  in  the  garden,  they 
folded  back  this  skin  and  put  forth  their 
long,  sharp  claws.  I found  I could  not  allow 
them  in  my  garden,  for  they  would  have  bur- 
rowed out  of  sight.  They  used  to  climb  up 
between  the  wall  and  a large  chest  I had  and 
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hide  in  the  daytime,  but  at  night  they  were 
very  lively.  The  older  duckbills  have  a spur 
on  the  hind  foot  which  has  a tube  leading  to 
a poison  gland.  This  is  the  only  way  they 
have  to  fight.” 

“My!”  said  Daniel,  looking  at  a picture 
the  Hunter  took  from  his  pocket.  “That  is 
as  interesting  as  the  penguins.  I shall  send 
that  story  to  Mother’s  school  children.  Tell 
me  about  some  more  of  the  queer  animals  of 
Australia.” 

“The  duckbill  has  a strange  cousin  called 
the  echidna , which  lives  and  feeds  on  land. 
It  is  larger  than  the  duckbill  and  has  long 
spines  over  its  fur  like  a hedgehog.  Its 
short,  strong  legs  have  powerful  claws  that 
burrow  in  the  ground.  It  has  not  a beak 
like  the  duckbill,  but  a long  snout  from 
which  comes  a long  sticky  tongue  to  lick  up 
ants  and  other  insects.  It  looks  something 
like  a duckbill  but  is  an  anteater. 

“This  animal  burrows  in  the  ground  and 
lays  eggs  like  its  duckbill  cousin.  When  they 
are  laid  the  mother  places  them  in  a little 
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The  Echidna  is  an  Anteater 


pouch  in  her  body  until  they  are  hatched. 
In  about  two  weeks,  the  baby  echidnas 
appear  and  are  carried  in  the  pouch  until 
they  are  old  enough  to  walk. 

“All  the  anteaters  are  interesting,  too.  In 
Africa  there  is  a much  larger  animal  of  this 
kind  with  a strong  snout  and  long  sticky 
tongue  that  burrows  in  the  ground  for  a 
home  and  tears  up  the  ant  hill  for  food.  The 
Dutch  people  call  it  a name  which  means 


150 


SCIENCE  READER 


— New  York  Zoological  Society 

Great  Anteater 

earth  pig.  The  stupid  thing  does  not  know 
how  to  defend  itself.  When  it  is  attacked,  it 
runs  for  its  hole,  and  hunters  wait  there  for 
it  and  kill  it  with  a club.” 

“ I have  a picture  of  the  anteater  that  lives 
in  South  America,”  said  Daniel. 

“That  is  a good  picture,”  said  the  Hunter. 
“It  is  a still  larger  animal  with  a very  large 
bushy  tail.  These  animals  sleep  through  the 
day  and  prowl  about  at  night  because  they 
are  so  fearful.  Their  claws  are  very  strong 
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Lesser  Anteater 


so  they  can  tear  up  the  great  ant  hills. 
With  their  sticky  fly-paper  tongues  they  sweep 
up  the  ants  by  mouthfuls.  They  are  harm- 
less beasts  and  only  interesting  because  they 
are  so  different  from  other  animals. 

“ While  I am  speaking  of  strange  animals, 
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Nine-banded  Armadillo 

though,  I must  tell  you  of  the  armadillo, 
another  burrowing  animal  that  has  a com- 
plete set  of  armor.  The  armadillo  eats  ants, 
too,  but  its  chief  food  is  fruit  and  roots. 
Some  of  the  armadillos  are  as  long  as  you 
are  and  some  only  about  five  inches.  The 
natives  eat  their  flesh,  but  they  like  to  kill 
them  chiefly  for  the  bony  armor,  which  they 
make  into  baskets  and  ornaments. 
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“This  bony  covering  is  something  like  a 
turtle’s  back  but  not  so  smooth.  Across 
the  back  and  around  the  neck  and  legs  are 
funny  jointed  bands,  one  laid  over  the  other, 
so  the  animal  can  roll  himself  into  a ball 
with  the  horny  covering  on  the  outside  and 
roll  away  from  his  enemy.  He  looks  like  a 
big,  wooden  nutmeg.  Here  are  some  plates 
that  I once  got  from  the  banded  armadillo 
down  in  Texas.”  The  Hunter  reached  in  his 
pocket  and  gave  them  to  Daniel. 
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“It  looks  just  like  a wooden  toy/’  said 
Daniel,  handling  parts  of  the  queer  shell. 

The  Hunter  was  putting  on  his  rain  coat. 
“This  is  March/’  he  said.  “I  am  coming 
again  to-morrow ; for  in  a few  weeks  I am 
going  to  Alaska,  and  I shall  turn  you  over 
to  the  Birdman.  Look  out  to-morrow  for  a 
tale  of  the  kangaroo.” 

“ Remember  it  has  to  be  a baby  kangaroo,” 
said  Daniel,  reaching  for  his  crutches  to  show 
his  friend  the  door. 

“There  will  be  a baby  in  the  story,”  said 
the  Hunter,  as  he  went  out  into  the  rain. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  How  is  a duckbill  like  some  other  animals? 

2.  What  is  strange  and  queer  about  the  echidna?  Is 
it  like  any  other  animal  ? 

3.  Which  would  you  rather  have  for  a pet,  an  arma- 
dillo, an  echidna,  or  a duckbill  ? Why  ? 


CHAPTER  XX 

A KANGAROO  BABY 


“ rpHE  kangaroo  is  a big  yellowish  brown 
animal,”  said  the  Hunter,  “ that  sits  up 
on  a tripod  made  of  his  hind  legs  and  tail. 
He  has  a face  something  like  a deer,  with  very 
sharp  keen  ears.  The  largest  kangaroos  are 
as  tall  as  a man.  They  used  to  be  as  com- 
mon in  Australia  as  the  deer  were  here. 

“ Kangaroos  do  not  run  but  leap,  and  they 
are  as  fleet  as  any  deer  you  ever  saw.  They 
go  about  in  flocks  or  herds  like  cattle,  and 
eat  grass  and  shrubs.  Their  short  forepaws 
are  not  used  in  leaping  but  are  folded  across 
their  breasts  like  hands. 

“ Because  they  are  afraid  of  men  they 
graze  mostly  at  night.  The  natives  call  the 
largest  male  kangaroo  the  ‘ old  man/  the 
wife  who  is  much  smaller  the  ‘ flyer/  The 
babies  are  called  ‘Joey/ 

“ On  the  lower  part  of  her  stomach  the 
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“The  Kangaroo  has  a pouch  in  which  she  carries  her  baby 


mother  kangaroo  has  a little  pouch  which 
draws  up  at  the  top  and  in  which  she  carries 
her  baby.  When  he  is  born  he  is  not  much 
larger  than  a mouse,  but  his  mother  pops 
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him  into  the  pouch  where  he  is  fed  and  he 
grows  and  grows. 

“Finally  he  ventures  to  stick  his  head  out 
of  the  pouch  and  then  his  fore  feet.  He 
learns  to  nibble  grass  as  his  mother  feeds, 
and  after  a time  he  grows  bold  enough  to 
hop  out  of  the  pouch  and  exercise  his  legs. 
If  the  mother  hears  a noise,  she  quickly 
grabs  him  up  and  sticks  him  head  first  into 
the  pouch.  Then  she  leaps  away  on  her 
strong  hind  legs. 

“ One  day,”  said  the  Hunter,  “ as  a friend 
and  I were  riding  through  a field  of  tall  dry 
grass  early  in  the  morning  the  horses 
frightened  a mother  kangaroo.  She  was  sit- 
ting on  her  haunches  and  tail  so  still,  and 
was  so  near  the  color  of  grass  that  we  did 
not  see  her.  When  we  did,  she  leaped  off 
in  long  jumps  and  we  tried  to  follow.  We 
had  chased  her  some  distance  when  my  friend 
called  out : ‘ Look,  there  goes  the  little  one ! ’ 
and  I saw  the  mother  pick  the  baby  from  her 
pouch  and  toss  him  into  the  bushes  as  she 


ran  on. 
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“I  think  she  was  a pretty  poor  sort  of 
mother,”  broke  in  Daniel,  in  great  disgust. 

“ Perhaps  she  thought  she  was  going  to 
be  caught  and  wanted  to  give  him  a chance 
to  get  away/’  said  the  Hunter.  “ He  was  a 
big  overgrown  child  and  so  heavy  that  she 
could  not  carry  him  and  run  fast  enough. 
If  we  had  caught  her,  we  might  have  killed 
them  both. 

“The  little  kangaroo  was  so  frightened  that 
he  did  not  move  until  we  touched  him. 
Then  he  began  to  kick  with  his  strong  hind 
feet.  We  tied  his  legs  and  he  gave  up  strug- 
gling. I lifted  him  on  my  horse  and  took 
him  back  to  camp.  I shortened  his  name  to 
‘Joe.’ 

“When  he  was  no  longer  afraid  of  me  he 
made  a cunning  pet.  He  hopped  about  the 
pen  I made  for  him  and  nibbled  grass. 
When  a dog  appeared  or  when  he  was  fright- 
ened, he  used  to  run  and  duck  his  head  under 
my  coat  just  as  he  used  to  duck  it  in  his 
mother’s  pouch.  When  he  was  a year  old 
I taught  him  to  box  with  gloves,  but  he  soon 
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became  so  strong  and  rough  that  I dared  not 
keep  it  up. 

“The  cattle  men  of  Australia  hate  the 
kangaroo,  for  it  destroys  their  pasture.  This 
animal's  teeth  are  long  and  sharp  like  shears 
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and  reach  down  to  the  roots  of  the  grass 
and  other  plants.  When  a large  number  of 
them  get  into  a pasture  they  kill  off  the 
grass  more  than  sheep  do  in  this  country. 

“I  once  went  with  a group  of  Englishmen 
on  a kangaroo  hunt.  They  were  fond  of  fox 
hunting  in  England  and  riding  with  hounds, 
and  wanted  to  try  this  new  sport.  We  had 
splendid  horses  and  kangaroo  dogs  trained  to 
follow  this  animal.  We  started  very  early 
in  the  morning  in  order  to  find  the  kangaroos 
grazing.  Out  on  the  plain  the  grass  was 
tall  and  as  yellow  as  wheat. 

“ Soon  we  came  to  a herd  of  kangaroos. 
One  big  male  sat  on  guard  as  the  others  ate. 
1 Let  us  take  the  “ old  man  ” ! ’ called  one  of  the 
hunters.  When  he  saw  us  he  gave  a mighty 
leap  like  a giant  grasshopper.  In  one  leap 
a kangaroo  could  cross  this  room,  but  when 
he  is  frightened  he  can  jump  three  times  as 
far.  So  we  had  to  speed  up  to  follow  him. 

“Away  we  went  over  hill  and  dale,  dogs, 
horses,  and  men,  after  one  kangaroo,  but  he 
kept  well  ahead.  He  came  to  a river  and 
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swam  it  and  leaped  on.  Our  horses  took  the 
water  and  we  were  again  following  him.  The 
‘ old  man  7 leaped  right  over  bushes  and  small 
trees,  and  as  long  as  the  ground  was  level 
kept  well  ahead  of  the  dogs.  At  last  we 
came  to  a hill  and  some  one  said : ‘Now  we 
will  get  him.  The  “ old  man  77  goes  better 
on  the  level/ 

“ Sure  enough  the  kangaroo  saw  he  was  lost 
and  came  to  bay  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  with 
his  back  against  a big  tree  trunk.-  I think 
we  must  have  chased  the  brave  fellow  all  of 
twelve  miles. 

“ As  the  dogs  came  up  the  ‘ old  man 7 struck 
at  them  with  his  powerful  tail  and  with  his 
strong  hind  feet.  They  backed  off,  for  well 
they  knew  there  was  a sharp  spur  on  the 
kangaroo’s  hind  foot  that  could  tear  them 
apart.  They  were  afraid  to  get  too  close 
but  dodged  and  barked  until  we  came  up  on 
the  horses.  He  weighed  nearly  two  hundred 
pounds  and  was  one  of  the  largest  kangaroos 
the  natives  had  ever  seen. 

“As  we  rode  home  one  of  the  hunters  told 
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me  he  had  often  stalked  the  kangaroos  with 
a quiet  horse  that  knew  how  to  approach 
without  alarming  them.  He  said  he  had 
seen  a kangaroo  turn  in  a pond  or  a stream 
and  seize  a dog  that  was  following  him  and 
hold  it  under  the  water  until  it  was  drowned. 
I never  saw  this  myself,  but  it  is  a common 
story. 

“ There  are  as  many  kinds  of  kangaroos  in 
Australia  as  there  are  deer  in  this  country. 
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None  of  the  others  are  as  large  as  the  ‘old 
man.’  The  tree  kangaroos  are  very  timid 
and  live  in  the  dense  forest  and  climb  from 
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limb  to  limb.  But  they  are  very  clumsy  and 
afraid  of  falling.  The  rock  kangaroo  is  about 
as  large  as  a rabbit.  The  smallest  of  all  is 
the  rat  kangaroo. 

“The  kangaroo  meat  is  not  very  good, 
though  the  natives  in  northern  Australia 
eat  it  when  they  are  hungry.  The  tail  makes 
very  good  soup.  The  kangaroo  skins  are 
often  used  for  making  shoes,  and  many  of 
them  are  brought  to  America.  ” 

“ But  what  became  of  Joe?  ” asked  Daniel, 
as  he  saw  the  Hunter  about  to  finish  his  story. 

“ I had  to  come  back  to  America,  so  I 
left  Joe  at  camp.  What  becomes  of  our  pets 
is  always  the  poorest  part  of  the  story. 
Don’t  you  think  so?  ” asked  the  Hunter. 
“ Sometimes  they  die;  often  the  end  is  very 
sad.  About  the  only  way  to  keep  an  animal 
safe  is  to  put  him  in  a zoo  where  people  are 
paid  to  care  for  him  and  where  he  may  have 
shelter  and  plenty  of  good  food. 

“As  for  Joe,  I suspect  they  let  him  run 
wild,  but  I am  glad  I shall  never  know  what 
became  of  him.” 
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Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1 . What  do  you  think  about  a kangaroo  hunt  ? 

2.  What  do  you  think  of  a kangaroo? 

3.  Write  a conversation  between  a kangaroo  and  an 
! elephant. 

4.  Where  would  you  go  at  home  to  see  the  animals  you 
have  read  about  in  the  book  thus  far  ? 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

CAPTAIN,  A YOUNG  EAGLE 

“ T ONCE  had  a pet  eagle/’  said  the  Bird- 
man,  when  he  had  chased  Waldo  under 
the  bed  and  taken  Puffball  in  his  lap. 

“ I called  him  ‘ Captain.’  He  was  a 
golden  eagle.  I had  him  a long  time  before 
I was  sure  what  kind  he  was,  for  when  they 
are  young  the  bald  eagle  and  the  golden  eagle 
are  just  alike.  The  bald  eagle  with  a gray 
head  is  the  kind  you  see  on  a silver  dollar.” 
“ How  did  you  get  him?  ” asked  Daniel. 
“ One  summer  when  I was  living  in  the 
foothills  of  some  mountains  in  California, 
John  and  Henry,  the  men  who  worked  on  the 
ranch,  brought  him  to  me.  They  told  me 
they  had  found  him  in  an  eagle’s  nest  which 
they  had  seen  in  the  top  of  a tall  pine  tree. 

“ ‘It  was  nearly  sixty  feet  from  the  ground,’ 
said  John,  ‘ and  it  looked  like  a wagon  load 
of  sticks  and  rubbish.’ 
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" Captain  ” 

“ I told  him  that  the  eagle  really  builds 
his  nest  carefully  and  fits  the  sticks  together ; 
but  from  beneath  it  looks  thrown  together 
like  a rough  platform.  They  add  to  it  every 
year,  so  in  time  it  gets  to  be  as  large  as  a 
brush  pile. 

“ John  said  : ‘ I climbed  up  and  told  Henry 
to  stay  on  the  ground  and  watch  for  the 
old  birds.  They  say  an  eagle  will  dash  at 
any  one  who  disturbs  his  nest  and  will  peck 
his  eyes  out.’  ” 


168 


SCIENCE  READER 


“And  did  the  old  eagle  dash  at  him?  ” 
asked  Daniel,  with  eyes  wide. 

“ He  did  not,”  said  the  Birdman,  laughing. 
“ In  spite  of  all  those  stories  about  the  eagle, 
I have  never  known  him  to  defend  his  nest. 
One  would  expect  a bird  that  is  large  enough 
to  carry  off  a lamb  in  its  talons  to  fight  for 
its  young,  but  I have  never  seen  an  eagle  do 
so. 

“ Well,  John  climbed  up  and  up  until 
he  could  swing  himself  to  the  edge  of  the  nest. 
There  were  two  young  eagles  with  bright 
eyes  and  many  black  pin  feathers  showing 
through  the  white  down  on  their  bodies.  In 
the  nest  were  several  dead  mice  which  their 
parents  had  brought  them  for  food. 

“John  chose  the  larger  of  the  two  young 
birds.  ‘ Hello,  Captain,’  he  said,  and  offered 
him  a stick.  He  snapped  at  it,  very  cross. 

“ ‘ Hurry  up,’  called  Henry  from  below, 
‘ the  old  eagle  is  watching  you  from  that  rock 
over  there.’ 

“ John  threw  his  coat  over  the  head  of  the 
young  bird  so  he  could  not  bite  and  brought 
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him  safely  down  from  the  tree.  He  carried 
young  Captain  home  in  a sack.  The  bird  was 
about  the  size  of  a rooster  when  I got  him. 
I thought  he  must  be  about  three  months  old, 
for  young  eagles  do  not  fly  before  they  are 
about  that  age.  I could  not  keep  him  in 
the  house  and  he  was  afraid  to  stay  in  the 
barn,  so  we  fastened  a long  light  chain  to 
one  of  his  legs  and  tied  it  to  the  post  of 
the  clothesline  in  the  yard  away  from  the 
chicken  coops. 

“ Captain  would  not  let  any  one  touch  him 
at  first.  He  sat  very  straight  and  glared  at 
the  post  with  sullen,  bright  eyes.  The  whole 
family  helped  to  catch  mice  for  him,  but  we 
could  not  get  enough,  of  course.  Soon  he 
was  able  to  gobble  up  any  kind  of  raw  meat. 

“ Captain’s  chain  was  long  enough  to  let 
him  fly  all  over  the  front  yard  and  he  often 
sat  on  the  lower  limbs  of  the  trees.  After  a 
time  he  let  me  stroke  him  a little  as  I held 
him  firmly  at  the  base  of  his  wings.  But  he 
was  always  cross  and  I gave  him  no  chance 
to  nip  my  fingers.” 


170 


SCIENCE  READER 


“ I suppose  he  could  bite  a finger  right 
off,”  said  Daniel.  “ What  kind  of  a noise 
did  he  make?  ” 

“ Captain  seldom  made  a sound,”  the  Bird- 
man  replied,  “ but  when  he  did,  it  was  a 
queer  noise  between  a whine  and  a whistle. 
When  he  was  very  hungry  and  saw  me  com- 
ing, he  kept  up  the  whistling  until  he  had 
his  food. 

“ Captain  hated  the  dogs  on  the  place 
because  they  stole  his  meat.  He  waited  until 
they  came  up  close  to  him,  without  making 
a move,  and  when  they  were  about  to  grab 
the  meat  he  fell  upon  them  with  his  sharp 
beak  and  claws  and  sent  them  yelping  down 
the  lane.  Our  dogs  learned  to  keep  away, 
but  often  a strange  dog  had  a lesson  about 
what  happened  if  he  stole  an  eagle’s  meat. 

“When  Captain  was  nearly  four  years  old 
feathers  grew  down  his  legs  close  to  his  feet, 
and  the  top  of  his  head  turned  a golden 
brown  instead  of  grayish-white  like  the  bald 
eagle.  I measured  his  wings  one  day  when 
they  were  stretched  and  found  they  were  seven 
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feet  from  tip  to  tip.  So  you  can  see  what  a 
large  bird  he  was.  His  piercing  black  eyes 
looked  very  sad.  They  could  see  a great 
distance  and  were  made  to  look  down  and 
find  food  as  he  circled  in  the  air  about  the 
mountain  tops  with  his  powerful  wings. 
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“I  thought  I ought  to  let  Captain  fly 
away  and  live  the  life  of  a free  eagle.  There 
was  little  danger  in  those  days  that  the 
Indians  would  kill  him  to  get  feathers  for 
their  war  bonnets  as  they  used  to  kill  golden 
eagles  years  ago.  What  if  he  did  steal  a 
lamb  or  two  from  ranchers’  sheepfolds  ? An 
eagle  has  a few  rights  in  this  world. 

“ Some  golden  eagles  live  to  be  a hundred 
years  old.  I knew  I could  not  live  to  protect 
Captain  if  I kept  him  a captive  all  his  life. 
I watched  him  sitting  on  the  clothesline 
post  day  after  day  and  at  last  I decided  to 
let  him  go.  One  morning  I sawed  the  chain 
in  two  and  watched  to  see  him  soar  away. 

“ But  Captain  did  not  soar  away.  He  only 
flew  to  the  lower  limb  of  a tree,  and  that 
night  he  slept  in  his  usual  place.  The  next 
day  I refused  to  feed  him,  but  still  he  stayed 
on.  Then  I knew  that  Captain  would  never 
fly  over  the  hills  and  the  mountains.  Those 
years  when  he  should  have  been  learning  to 
use  his  great  wings  he  had  been  chained  to  a 
post.  He  had  never  used  his  wings  in  long 
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flights  and  did  not  know  how.  Here  was  a 
great  soaring  golden  eagle  ruined  for  life. 

“One  day  as  I was  leaving  the  ranch  in 
my  car  he  alighted  on  the  running  board  and 
rode  along.  After  that  when  he  saw  the  car 
go  out  he  often  got  in  for  a ride,  but  I 
could  not  take  him  to  town  with  me,  for 
people  were  afraid  of  him. 

“I  once  knew  a fishing  eagle  named  Joe 
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“Joe  sat  on  the  hood  of  the  car” 


who  sat  on  the  hood  of  his  master’s  car  and 
guarded  it  like  a watch  dog.  I tried  to 
train  Captain  to  be  a good  watch  dog  like 
Joe,  but  I failed.  Here  is  Joe’s  picture.” 

“ What  became  of  Captain?  ” Daniel 
asked. 

“A  year  later,”  replied  the  Birdman,  “ I 
found  one  of  my  neighbors  very  angry.  He 
said  Captain  was  stealing  his  young  lambs. 
I was  sure  the  bird  had  not  left  the  ranch, 
but  I saw  that  I must  no  longer  keep  a pet 
that  would  trouble  the  neighbors.  I could 
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not  bear  to  tie  him  up  again  and  I could 
not  drive  him  away,  so  I gave  him  to  the  zoo. 

“ One  day  I went  to  the  large  cage  where 
the  birds  of  prey  are  kept  to  visit  my  old 
friend,  Captain.  He  sat  upon  a large  sawed- 
off  limb  of  a tree  and  gazed  into  space.  It 
was  the  same  look  I used  to  notice.  I 
whistled  and  called  : ‘ Captain ! oh,  Cap ! ’ 
but  Captain  did  not  look  my  way.  And 
though  I stayed  an  hour,  Captain  did  not 
act  as  if  he  had  ever  seen  me  before/’ 

“It  would  be  rather  hard  to  love  a bird 
with  such  cruel  eyes,”  said  Daniel. 

“Yes,  that  is  true,”  said  the  Birdman. 
“He  was  not  a lovable  bird.  He  was  made 
to  fly  among  the  rocks  and  the  hilltops  and 
not  for  a city  pet.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Where  would  you  look  for  an  eagle’s  nest? 

2.  How  does  the  eagle  get  his  food? 

3.  Does  he  do  more  harm  than  good?  Why  do  you 
think  so? 

4.  How  would  you  like  a pet  eagle  ? 


CHAPTER  XXII 

BABY  PACK  RATS 

TY  G.  brought  a friend  with  her  one  day. 
^ She  was  a young  woman  with  color  in 
her  cheeks  and  a bright,  happy  manner. 

“This  is  Miss  Barton,  Daniel.  I brought 
her  with  me  because  she  has  such  a splendid 
story  for  you.” 

Daniel  was  sitting  in  his  big  chair  with  his 
crutches  by  his  side.  His  typewriter  was  on 
the  table  with  a pencil  and  paper  ready  to 
take  notes.  He  greeted  F.  G.  and  Miss 
Barton  with  a bright  smile. 

“ Daniel,  I am  glad  to  meet  a lover  of 
animals.  I could  tell  you  a great  many 
stories  of  those  I knew  when  I lived  in  the 
country,  but  there  is  time  for  only  one  and 
Miss  Downs  thinks  this  the  most  interesting. 

“One  summer  I was  alone  in  a log  cabin 
on  a ranch  in  Montana.  My  brother  had 
taken  a claim,  but  he  had  to  go  to  war,  so 
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I lived  on  it  in  his  place.  I had  to  live 
seven  months  of  the  year  on  the  land  to 
make  the  claim  good,  and  it  was  very  lonely. 
I had  hard  work  to  put  in  the  time. 

“ My  log  cabin  had  two  rooms  which  were 
well  furnished  for  my  comfort.  The  rough 
boards  were  painted  white,  and  I kept  my 
little  cook  stove  shining  like  a looking  glass. 
The  bed  had  some  bright  blankets  and  pil- 
lows, and  I had  books  and  some  needlework 
to  keep  my  hands  busy,  but  still  I longed  for 
company. 

“The  first  night  I was  in  the  cabin  I had 
a great  scare.  When  I looked  in  my  cup- 
board, two  shining,  bright  eyes  stared  back 
at  me  out  of  a hairy,  white  face.  Two  big 
ears  stood  up  above  the  hairy  face.  I fear 
I was  a poor  little  coward,  for  I dropped  the 
curtain  that  covered  my  pots  and  pans  and 
ran  out  of  the  door.  I stood  before  the 
cabin  wondering  what  I ought  to  do.  My 
nearest  neighbor  was  a mile  away.  It  was 
getting  dark,  and  the  air  was  very  cold.  I 
stood  for  some  time,  thinking  it  over. 
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“Then  I said,  ‘Now  look  here,  Lucinda 
Barton!  How  is  a lady  who  is  afraid  of  an 
animal  no  bigger  than  a rat  to  stay  in  this 
cabin  all  summer  alone  ? Are  you  going  to 
let  a lone  chipmunk  like  that  drive  you  out 
of  your  cabin  for  the  night?  ’ 

“ At  that  I began  to  laugh  and  went  in 
and  slammed  the  door  hard.  Then  I lighted 
a candle  and  boldly  went  back  to  the  cup- 
board. There  was  nothing  there.  I flashed 
my  light  into  all  the  dark  corners  of  the 
cabin  and  looked  under  the  bed,  but  there 
was  no  sign  of  anything  alive. 

“I  kept  my  candle  burning  all  night  in 
case  the  little  beast  should  return,  but 
though  I heard  thumps  and  sounds  under 
the  floor  I saw  nothing. 

“The  next  morning  I decided  to  stop  up 
all  the  cracks  in  the  floor.  The  cabin  was 
built  well  off  the  ground.  As  I was  bending 
over,  trying  to  fit  bits  of  wood  into  the 
cracks,  I saw  the  same  bright  eyes  looking 
up  at  me,  and  there  was  that  hairy,  white 
face  and  those  big  ears.” 
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“What  was  it?”  asked  Daniel,  with  his 
eyes  very  wide. 

“ It  was  a pack  rat,”  said  Miss  Barton. 
“ My  brother  had  told  me  of  these  little 
animals,  but  I had  never  seen  one  before. 
Now  I hate  rats,  but  the  pack  rat  is  a much 
nicer  animal  than  the  rats  you  know  around 
here.  He  was  about  the  color  of  a yellow 
kitten  — dark  buff  on  the  back  and  lighter 
on  the  sides.  The  under  parts  and  feet  were 
white  and  the  face  was  very  cunning,  with 
whitish  hair,  bright,  black  eyes  and  funny, 
upstanding  ears  — very  large. 

“ I could  see,  because  they  nested  under  my 
house,  that  they  would  be  my  regular  vis- 
itors, so  I knew  I must  get  used  to  them.  I 
left  a light  burning  every  night,  and  at  first 
it  kept  them  away,  but  every  day  I heard 
strange  thumpings  under  my  floor  ; then  one 
night  I heard  a little  gnawing  in  one  of  my 
cupboards,  and  when  I opened  my  eyes  a 
pack  rat  ran  across  the  floor  with  one  of 
my  spoons  in  his  mouth.  I grabbed  my 
shoe  and  pounded  on  the  floor,  and  away 
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“The  Rat  Ran  Away  with  the  Spoon” 

he  went  out  of  the  door,  spoon  and  all.  I 
jumped  out  of  bed  to  save  the  rest  of  my 
silver  and  found  in  the  box,  instead  of  the 
spoon,  a rough,  black  stick.  I put  the  other 
spoons  under  my  pillow.  Then  I remembered 
that  my  brother  had  told  me  that  the  miners 
call  these  little  beasts  trade  rats  because  they 
say  they  never  take  a thing  without  leaving 
something  in  its  place.” 

“Is  that  true?”  asked  F.  G.,  smiling. 
“Yes,  partly.  The  pack  rat  is  a very 
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busy  little  fellow  like  the  squirrel.  He  likes 
to  store  up  things,  so  he  snatches  up  any- 
thing in  his  path  and  carries  it  until  he  sees 
something  he  thinks  he  wants  more.  Then 
he  drops  the  first  object  and  takes  the  new 
thing.  They  like  bright,  shining  things. 

“ Another  tale  they  tell  of  the  pack  rat  is 
that  he  takes  things  away,  and  if  he  does 
not  want  them,  he  brings  them  back.” 

“ Did  he  ever  do  that  for  you?”  asked 
Daniel. 

“Yes,  he  did,”  said  Miss  Barton,  “for 
this  really  happened.  I did  not  have  very 
good  things  to  eat  that  summer,  for  it  was 
hard  to  get  food.  There  were  no  fresh  vege- 
tables and  I seldom  had  meat.  One  day  I 
visited  a neighbor  and  brought  home  a bit 
of  garlic.  I put  it  away  in  the  cupboard, 
thinking  it  would  add  flavor  to  a stew  I 
wanted  the  next  day. 

“ Now  I had  learned  to  put  all  my  treasures 
in  the  drawer  of  a chest,  and  every  bit  of 
food  was  locked  away  from  my  friends,  the 
pack  rats.  They  never  got  into  my  covered 
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boxes,  but  I left  the  garlic  on  the  pantry 
shelf,  for  I did  not  like  the  scent  mixed  with 
my  other  food.  In  the  morning  it  was  gone 
and  in  its  place  a dead,  dry  stick.  I was 
more  than  cross  at  the  naughty,  thieving 
rats.  ‘ I will  set  a trap  and  catch  every  one 
of  you/  I stormed.  ‘ There  isn’t  a thing  of 
mine  safe.  Now  what  you  wanted  with  that 
ill-smelling  stick  of  garlic  I don’t  know.’ 

“ The  next  morning  I could  hardly  believe 
my  eyes,  for  there  lay  the  garlic  in  the  same 
spot  from  which  it  had  been  taken.  Yes, 
and  it  lay  there  several  days  and  the  rats 
never  tried  to  take  it  again.” 

How  Daniel  and  F.  G.  laughed! 

“ It  was  a regular  thing  for  them  to  eat  my 
bouquets  every  night,”  said  Miss  Barton. 
“In  the  morning  there  was  nothing  but  the 
stalks  left  in  the  vases. 

“But  at  last  I was  overrun  with  them. 
Sometimes  in  their  mad  haste  they  jumped 
across  my  bed.  This  was  too  much,  so  I 
set  a trap.  That  week  I caught  fourteen 
pack  rats,  and  I kept  right  at  it.  ‘ I’ll  catch 
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them  all/  I declared,  ‘ and  not  be  bothered 
any  more/ 

“One  morning  I found  a little  pack  rat 
caught  by  the  hind  foot.  Her  bright,  black 
eyes  pleaded  so  earnestly  for  freedom  that  I 
let  her  go. 

“ I thought  she  would  never  come  back, 
but  she  did.  I knew  her  well  by  her  crooked 
leg.  She  made  a nest  under  the  house  of 
everything  she  could  lay  her  paws  on.  If  I 
missed  my  thimble  or  a spoon,  I looked  in 
her  nest.  One  day  I crawled  under  to  look, 
and  got  well  scratched  on  some  cactus  joints 
that  were  part  of  the  opening.  Since  then  I 
have  learned  that  pack  rats  use  the  sharp 
cactus  spines  to  protect  their  nests  and  keep  the 
coyotes  and  bobcats  from  disturbing  them.” 

“I  should  think  they  would  get  scratched 
themselves,”  said  Daniel. 

“No  one  seems  to  know  how  they  can 
handle  cactus  spines  when  other  animals 
cannot,”  said  Miss  Barton;  “but  pack  rats 
live  on  some  of  the  cactus  stalks  and  carry 
hundreds  of  the  joints  to  their  nests. 
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Sneaky/  as  I called  the  rat  I caught  in 
the  trap,  became  so  tame  that  she  visited 
me  in  the  daytime.  She  snatched  up  apple 
cores  and  crackers  and  took  them  under  the 
floor.  Every  morning  I found  sticks  or 
stones  or  lumps  of  dirt  that  she  had  carried 
into  my  cabin  to  pay  for  the  things  she 
carried  away.  One  day  I brought  Sneaky 
and  her  babies  out  and  put  them  in  a box 
in  the  yard.  The  little  ones  clung  to  the 
mother  so  tightly  that  she  had  to  shake  them 
loose  when  she  wanted  to  leave  them. 

“ There  are  hundreds  of  stories  told  of  these 
meddling  little  beasts.  The  stories  are  like 
those  of  the  monkey  and  the  parrot.  The 
rats  have  credit  for  doing  a great  deal  of 
thinking  and  planning  that  they  cannot  do. 
But  the  pack  rat  is  a nice,  clean,  bright  beast, 
if  he  is  a bother.  Because  he  keeps  so  busy 
he  is  always  running  off  with  things  you 
want.  It  would  be  strange  if  he  did  not 
sometimes  do  just  the  right  thing  by  chance, 
as  well  as  take  the  thing  you  do  not  want 
him  to  have.” 
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Daniel  showed  Miss  Barton  the  stories  in 
his  book,  and  she  was  greatly  pleased  with 
them.  “I  wish,”  said  she,  “I  had  had  such 
a plan  when  I was  alone  in  Montana.  I 
could  have  written  several  books  about  my 
pets  there.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Why  did  people  live  in  log  cabins? 

2.  Have  you  ever  been  scared  by  an  animal  at  night? 
If  so,  tell  about  it. 

3.  How  would  you  have  managed  the  pack  rats? 

4.  Which  would  you  rather  have  for  a pet,  and  why, 
a pack  rat  or  a squirrel? 


— New  York  Zoological /Society 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 

THE  ROBIN'S  NEST 

rpHE  spring  days  were  bright  and  sunny 
and  Daniel  longed  to  be  out  of  doors. 
He  used  his  crutches  very  well  now,  but  there 
were  so  many  people  passing  that  he  did 
not  often  go  out  of  the  house. 

“ You  must  come  over  and  stay  a week 
with  me,”  said  F.  G.,  one  day,  “ but  even 
then  you  would  be  indoors.  I have  it.  This 
spring  I am  going  to  move  all  of  you  down 
to  my  little  cabin  on  the  lake.  Your  mother 
and  David  can  come  in  every  day  to  school 
on  the  motor  bus,  and  you  can  enjoy  the 
birds  and  flowers  from  morning  until  night. 
I would  like  to  come  out  myself  about  once 
a week.” 

So  it  happened  one  morning  in  April  that 
Mary  brought  Daniel’s  chair  and  pillows  out 
to  the  porch  of  the  summer  cottage,  and  the 
first  thing  to  greet  him  was  bright-eyed  Sir 
Robin  Redbreast. 
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“ That’s  the  first  robin/ ’ said  Mary. 
“ They  come  just  the  minute  the  snow  is  gone. 
I have  even  seen  them  hopping  about  in  a 
late  snow.  One  spring  I saw  a mother  robin 
sitting  on  the  nest  brooding  her  eggs  when 
there  was  snow  on  the  limbs  of  the  tree  all 
about  her.” 

The  robin  sang  every  morning  before  the 
cabin  door.  One  day  he  came  with  a pale- 
colored  bird  which  Daniel  knew  must  be  his 
mate.  Up  in  the  corner  of  the  porch  under 
the  eaves  was  a ledge  that  Sir  Robin  seemed 
to  think  would  be  a good  nesting  place. 

Sir  Robin  had  a stick  in  his  mouth  as  he 
flew  to  the  ledge.  He  hopped  about  as  if 
he  were  showing  the  place  to  his  wife.  Then 
he  flew  to  the  limb  of  a maple  tree  and 
showed  her  a snug  spot  there.  Lady  Robin, 
too,  hopped  upon  the  ledge  of  the  porch  and 
looked  about.  Daniel  held  his  breath. 
“ How  I do  hope  they  will  build  right  here 
in  the  porch!  ” he  thought.  “ On  cold  days 
I can  see  them  from  the  window.” 

The  next  day  Daniel  was  overjoyed  to  see 
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Lady  Robin,  with  mud  in  her  beak,  fly  to 
the  ledge  in  the  porch.  Sir  Robin  followed 
with  more  mud. 

“It  is  all  settled,”  cried  Daniel;  “the 
Robin  family  have  rented  our  flat.” 

“Let  us  call  them  Don  and  Dora,”  said 
David. 

Daniel  watched  the  busy  birds  for  several 
days.  Lady  Robin  laid  the  bottom  of  the 
nest  of  mud.  Sir  Robin  brought  sticks  and 
dried  grass  which  she  wove  together.  One 
day  when  Lady  Robin  was  away  after  more 
sticks  Sir  Robin  flew  into  the  nest  and  wove 
a stick  or  two.  When  the  lady  returned,  she 
was  very  angry.  She  flew  at  her  husband 
as  if  to  say:  “What  do  you  know  about 
weaving  a nest  ? Take  that  stick  right  out, 
sir.”  And  she  actually  pulled  out  the  stick 
and  wove  another  to  her  liking. 

Daniel  found  it  was  better  for  him  to  stay 
inside  the  cottage  while  the  nest  was  building 
and  watch  it  through  the  window. 

“ I wouldn’t  drive  them  away  for  the 
world,”  he  said.  “ The  Birdman  told  me 
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that  birds  like  to  hide  their  nests  and  will 
change  the  spot  if  they  are  alarmed.  When 
the  eggs  are  safely  laid,  I can  sit  on  the  porch 
and  have  no  fear.” 

David  climbed  up  to  the  nest  to  peep 
in  one  night  when  both  the  birds  were  gone. 
“It  is  almost  done,”  he  said.  “There  is  a 
little  cup  of  dried  mud  right  in  the  middle 
and  a few  hairs  and  dried  grass  for  lining.” 

“ I saw  the  mother  bird  bringing  the  mud 
in  her  beak  yesterday,”  said  Daniel.  “ Then 
she  got  in  and  kept  turning  round  and  round 
to  get  it  her  size  and  just  the  shape  of  her 
breast.  Are  there  any  eggs  yet?  ” 

“No,”  said  David,  “not  an  egg.” 

But  a week  later  there  were  four  dainty 
eggs  of  bright,  greenish  blue  in  the  nest. 

“I  wish  I could  bring  one  down  to  show 
you,”  said  David. 

“No,”  said  Daniel,  “ as  much  as  I would 
like  to  see  them,  I am  afraid  they  would  not 
hatch  and  I would  rather  have  the  little 
birds.” 

Dora  Robin  was  a very  patient  little 
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mother.  For  two  long  weeks  she  sat  on  the 
nest.  Sometimes  Don  Robin  would  take  her 
place  while  she  went  for  food  and  water. 
But  Dora  always  kept  the  eggs  warm  at 
night. 

One  morning  David  shouted  that  one  of 
the  eggs  was  hatched. 

“ My!  but  he  is  a poor,  naked,  blind  little 
birdie,”  he  said.  “ Hurry  up  and  come  back, 
Dora,  or  he  will  get  cold.” 

A few  days  later  there  were  four  little, 
wide,  yellow  mouths  sticking  up  over  the  edge 
of  the  nest.  Daniel  could  see  them  every 
time  Don  and  Dora  came  with  food  for  their 
babies.  He  watched  them  getting  worms 
from  the  ground  after  the  spring  rains. 

Before  a rain  the  robins  are  very  songful, 
for  they  know  it  sends  the  earthworms  near 
the  surface  where  they  can  find  them.  But 
Don  and  Dora  were  too  busy  to  sing.  They 
were  catching  worms,  worms,  worms,  for 
those  hungry  mouths. 

They  hopped  a little  way  on  the  ground, 
then  turned  their  bright  eyes  to  the  earth  and 
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— Courtesy  Cornelia  Clarke 

Young  Robins 

listened.  Suddenly  Don  seized  a juicy  earth- 
worm and  began  to  pull.  He  braced  himself 
on  his  strong  legs  and  pulled  harder  and 
harder.  When  the  worm  left  the  ground, 
Don  fell  backward,  but  he  picked  himself  up 
and  flew  away  to  fill  a little  beak.  In  one 
day  Daniel  saw  Dora  come  to  the  nest  with 
seventy-two  worms. 

One  morning  Daniel  heard  Don  give  a 
number  of  loud  chirps.  They  were  full  of 


192 


SCIENCE  READER 


anger  and  alarm.  Seizing  his  crutches,  he 
got  to  the  porch  just  in  time  to  scare  away 
a saucy  red  squirrel  that  was  running  along 
the  porch  to  the  nest  after  the  little  birds. 
The  robin  flew  at  the  squirrel  again  and 
again  while  Daniel  clapped  his  hands  and 
shouted,  “Shoo!” 

“ It’s  a wonder  some  of  the  cats  don’t  get 
those  young  birds,”  said  Mary. 

“They  will  not  eat  the  birds  because  I 
feed  them  well  — the  Birdman  said  so,” 
declared  Daniel ; “ so  I have  been  very  careful 
to  keep  them  well  stuffed  ever  since  this  nest 
was  built.” 

In  two  weeks  more,  the  young  birds  were 
covered  with  feathers,  but  they  could  not  fly 
because  their  tails  were  too  short.  Then 
came  the  day  when  they  left  the  nest.  Daniel 
ate  his  lunch  on  the  porch  so  he  could  watch 
them.  One  of  the  little  birds  hopped  out 
on  the  ledge  beside  the  nest.  Then  he 
fluttered  to  the  railing  below.  At  last  with 
a bump  he  was  in  the  grass.  He  flapped 
about  on  the  ground,  but  could  not  lift  him- 
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self  with  his  wings.  Daniel  called  to  Mary 
to  come  and  put  him  back  on  the  ledge. 
Don  and  Dora  flew  about  much  excited. 
By  night  all  the  babies  had  left  the  nest 
and  were  flapping  about  the  lawn.  It  was 
only  luck  that  a stray  cat  did  not  get  one 
of  them,  but  the  next  morning  there  was  only 
the  empty  nest,  for  all  the  birds  were  gone. 

“The  Birdman  says  Don  and  Dora  will 
have  two  or  three  broods  of  little  ones  this 
summer,”  said  Daniel  to  his  mother  that 
night,  “but  they  do  not  come  back  to  the 
same  nest  to  raise  them.  Perhaps  next  year 
they  will  come  again  to  the  porch.  This 
time  I have  a story  for  my  book  that  is  all 
my  own,  one  that  I have  seen  with  my  own 
eyes.  I shall  sign  my  own  name  to  it  — 
‘ Daniel  Reynolds  Brown/  ” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Have  you  ever  watched  a pair  of  birds  through  the 
nesting  time? 

2.  Who  can  tell  the  best  bird  story? 

3.  How  can  you  attract  birds  to  your  home? 


CHAPTER  XXIV 
BABY  BOBCATS 

“ T\ID  you  ever  shoot  a wildcat?”  asked 
Daniel  one  day,  as  the  Hunter  was 
telling  him  some  stories  of  the  mountains. 

“I  have  seen  a great  many  bobcats,”  said 
the  Hunter.  “They  are  a small  kind  of 
wildcat  that  is  very  common  in  the  West. 
If  you  saw  one  of  them  in  the  brush,  you 
might  think  he  was  an  overgrown  cat  like 
Muff.  He  has  tiger  stripes,  but  his  tail  is 
short  and  looks  exactly  as  if  some  one  had 
chopped  it  off  a few  inches  from  the  body. 
That  is  why  the  people  who  live  out  in  the 
mountains  call  him  the  bobcat. 

“ I lived  one  winter  on  the  edge  of  a city 
where  there  were  many  canyons.  I had 
several  pens  of  chickens  and  a few  goats.  In 
the  spring  I found  that  something  was  steal- 
ing my  hens.  One  night  I heard  a noise  in 
the  coops  and  went  out  with  my  gun.  I saw 


194 


BABY  BOBCATS 


195 


a dark  body  jump  from  one  of  the  pens  and 
run  toward  the  canyon.  The  animal  looked 
like  a cat,  only  about  four  times  as  large. 

“ Having  had  a taste  of  chicken,  I knew  he 
would  come  back,  so  I set  a trap.  The  next 
night  a young  kid  disappeared  from  the 
goat  pen  and  the  goats  were  much  excited. 
Then  I was  sure  it  was  a bobcat.  I thought 
it  must  have  a den  near  by,  so  I decided  to 
go  down  into  the  canyon  to  see  if  I could 
find  it. 

“ The  bobcat  likes  a hollow  log  or  tree,  but 
there  was  none  in  sight.  Down  on  the 
hillside  was  a pile  of  rocks  where  I thought 
the  den  might  be.  I made  my  trip  very 
early  in  the  morning,  for  I knew  the  bobcat 
is  a sly  beast  that  likes  to  hide  and  sleep  in 
the  daytime. 

“I  peeped  over  the  rock  pile,  and  there, 
sure  enough,  lying  in  front  of  it  but  well  out 
of  sight,  was  the  old  mother  bobcat  eating 
away  at  the  bones  of  a kid.  Beside  her 
played  two  cunning  striped  kittens.  The 
mother  jumped  up  as  she  got  my  scent,  so  I 
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— Courtesy  San  Diego  Natural  History  Museum 
Mother  Bobcat 


hastily  decided  to  shoot  her  and  save  the 
kittens. 

“I  put  the  little,  furry,  striped  things  in 
my  coat,  hissing  and  spitting  with  all  their 
might.  I named  them  Buster  and  Betty. 

“They  were  wild  little  pets.  I fed  them 
milk,  for  they  were  not  old  enough  to  eat 
chicken,  and  I said  they  should  never  taste  it. 
When  I went  to  the  pen  where  I kept  them, 
they  used  to  greet  me  with  a hiss.  Kindness 
and  feeding  will  tame  almost  any  animal, 
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— Courtesy  San  Diego  Natural  History  Museum 

Baby  Bobcats 

but  I was  never  certain  of  the  bobcats.  In 
time  Betty  would  let  me  stroke  her,  but  I 
was  never  sure  what  Buster’s  sharp  teeth  and 
claws  would  do. 

“ As  Buster  and  Betty  grew  older  I fed  them 
on  raw  meat,  mice,  and  rabbits,  hoping  they 
would  not  find  out  that  bobcats  like  chickens. 
But  one  night  after  they  were  full  grown, 
Buster  found  a loose  bar  in  his  cage  and 
got  into  a neighbor’s  henroost.  He  brought 
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Bobcats  Like  to  Eat  Chickens 

back  part  of  his  catch  to  Betty.  I mended 
the  cage,  but  one  day  when  some  small 
chickens  were  passing  Betty  put  out  her  paw 
and  dragged  one  in.  I got  it  away  before 
she  had  a taste,  but  it  was  no  use  to  pretend 
my  pets  did  not  like  chickens.  You  see 
it  isn’t  the  things  you  teach  a pet  but  the 
habits  of  his  wild  kindred  that  teach  him 
what  he  wants  for  food.  It  is  the  habit  of 
bobcats  to  eat  chickens,  and  you  can’t  get 
it  out  of  them  in  one  set  of  bobcats.” 

Here  Daniel  laughed.  “ What  did  you  do 
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with  them?  ” he  asked,  as  the  Hunter 
waited. 

“ Well,  after  Buster  had  had  a taste  of 
freedom  he  grew  restless.  He  paced  his  cage 
and  growled  and  snarled  at  people  passing. 

“ They  were  now  full-grown  cats  with  a 
touch  of  red  on  their  fur.  One  day  I learned 
that  a pair  of  bobcats  was  wanted  at  the 
park,  so  I sent  them  my  pets.” 

“ Baby  animals  are  the  best  pets,”  said 
Daniel.  “ Are  bobcats  like  real  cats?  ” 

“ The  bobcats  belong  to  the  cat  family  and 
have  many  of  the  cat  habits.  I have  seen 
them  creep  upon  their  prey  just  as  a cat 
creeps  upon  a mouse  or  a bird.  They  have 
long,  sharp  claws  and  pointed  teeth  and  will 
put  up  a good  fight  against  a dog.  Bobcats 
can  run  up  a tree  as  easily  as  a cat,  but  they 
would  rather  stay  on  the  ground  and  skulk 
through  the  bushes. 

“ When  they  are  hungry,  they  become  very 
bold.  Then  instead  of  prowling  at  night, 
they  will  come  to  a barn  and  help  themselves 
to  turkeys  or  whatever  they  can  pounce  upon. 
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One  day  when  I lived  on  another  ranch  in 
the  west,  I heard  the  dog  barking  and  found 
a bobcat  boldly  eating  a dead  chicken  on  the 
barn  floor,  growling  so  fiercely  that  the  dog 
was  afraid  to  attack  it.” 

“I  hope  I can  go  West  some  day,”  said 
Daniel,  “ before  the  bobcats  are  all  gone.  I 
suppose  I shall  never  see  a real  wildcat  run- 
ning wild,  but  I would  be  content  if  I could 
see  a bobcat.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Name  all  the  members  of  the  cat  family. 

2.  Could  you  teach  a bobcat  to  live  on  vegetables  in- 
stead of  on  meat  ? Why  or  why  not  ? 

3.  How  would  you  protect  your  chicken  yard  from 
bobcats  ? 

4.  Make  a list  of  the  wild  animals  you  have  seen. 

5.  All  tame  animals  were  once  wild.  Can  you  give 
reasons  why  the  cat  was  tamed  by  man  ? The  dog  ? The 
horse?  Any  others? 


CHAPTER  XXV 

BABY  COYOTES 

“ TV/TY  pen  was  empty  for  several  weeks  after 
x the  bobcats  were  gone,  and  then  what 
do  you  think  came  to  live  in  it?”  asked  the 
Hunter. 

“ One  day  Lem  Barr  came  wandering  in 
from  the  desert  with  two  young  coyotes  about 
half  grown.  He  had  been  camping.  He  had 
his  tent  set  up  on  the  edge  of  a dried-up 
river  bed,  and  kept  missing  food  from  his 
camp. 

“ It  was  in  May  as  he  sat  before  his  tent 
very  early  in  the  morning  that  he  saw  an 
animal  running  up  the  river  bed  with  some- 
thing in  its  mouth.  It  was  about  the  size 
of  a shepherd  dog.  ‘ There  is  my  bacon 
thief/  thought  Lem  — ‘one  of  those  pesky 
coyotes.  ’ 

“The  animal  had  a long,  bushy  tail  and 
was  reddish  gray  in  color.  She  had  a sly, 


201 


202 


SCIENCE  READER 


A Coyote 


■New  York  Zoological  Society 


sneaking  manner  like  the  fox.  You  see,  the 
coyote  belongs  to  the  dog  family.  Wolves 
and  foxes  belong  to  the  dog  family,  too. 
These  animals  kill  their  prey  with  their  teeth 
instead  of  catching  it  in  their  claws  like  the 
members  of  the  cat  family.  It  is  very  easy 
to  trap  members  of  the  cat  family,  but  dogs 
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and  wolves  and  coyotes  are  keen  of  scent  and 
keep  away  from  traps.” 

“What  do  they  eat?”  asked  Daniel. 

“ Ranchers  say  coyotes  will  eat  every  kind 
of  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl  that  they  can  kill, 
and  they  like  it  dead  or  alive,”  said  the 
Hunter.  “ In  the  spring  the  coyote  sneaks 
upon  the  herds  and  kills  the  baby  calves. 
They  kill  lambs  and  even  sheep.  They  run 
down  rabbits  and  dig  out  the  nests  of  the 
ground  rats  and  mice  with  their  claws.  The 
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coyote’s  keen  nose  also  smells  out  birds’  nests 
and  eats  the  eggs. 

“They  have  even  been  known  to  go  in 
packs  to  hunt  deer.  When  meat  is  scarce, 
the  coyote  can  live  upon  berries  and  gourds. 
He  is  very  fond  of  melons,  and  ranchers  are 
very  angry  with  him  when  they  visit  their 
melon  patches  in  the  fall  and  find  a coyote 
has  taken  a bite  from  every  melon.  The 
ranchers  get  even  by  putting  poison  in  the 
melons  and  sometimes  kill  the  sly  beast  in 
that  way. 

“After  breakfast  Lem  thought  he  would 
wander  over  to  the  sagebrush  and  see  if  he 
could  find  the  coyote’s  den.  Sure  enough, 
there  in  a pile  of  rocks  he  found  several  little 
cubs  playing  with  some  bones.  They  were 
little  dark  gray  fellows  with  very  large  heads. 
He  watched  them  for  a while  rolling  and  play- 
ing together  like  puppies.  Then  he  crept  up 
very  softly. 

“As  soon  as  they  saw  him  they  made  a 
dive  for  their  hole,  but  he  seized  one  and 
put  his  foot  in  front  of  the  opening  before 
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the  last  one  could  enter.  When  the  last  baby 
saw  he  could  not  get  away,  he  lay  down  and 
played  ’possum.  Lem  picked  him  up  and 
went  home  with  one  in  each  pocket.  The 
mother  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

“ In  all  parts  of  the  west  there  is  a bounty 
on  the  heads  of  coyotes  because  they  cause 
the  ranchers  so  much  trouble  by  stealing 
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chickens  and  turkeys.  Perhaps  it  was  be- 
cause he  wanted  this  bounty  that  Lem  took 
care  of  the  babies.  Perhaps  it  was  because 
he  liked  pets.  At  any  rate,  he  kept  them  and 
brought  them  with  him  to  our  ranch. 

“When  I put  them  into  the  empty  bob- 
cat's pen,  they  looked  at  me  with  sly,  wary 
eyes.  I gave  them  meat.  They  buried  part 
of  it  and  would  lie  and  watch  the  spot  very 
closely  if  any  one  went  near.  Sometimes  we 
tied  them  in  the  garden  where  they  caught 
grasshoppers  and  crickets.  They  also  drove 
away  the  rabbits.  Jack  rabbits  will  almost 
destroy  a garden  in  a few  nights,  and  the 
coyotes  are  useful  in  keeping  them  off. 

“But  we  could  not  let  them  loose  in  the 
yard  because  of  the  chickens.  It  was  their 
habit  to  howl  at  night  and  in  the  early 
morning.  I tried  to  break  them  of  it  by 
turning  the  hose  on  them  whenever  they 
began  their  howling.  Out  on  the  desert  the 
coyote  barks  and  howls  early  in  the  morning 
and  late  in  the  evening.  Soon  after  the  sun 
goes  down  it  gives  a few  short,  sharp  barks 
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which  get  louder  and  louder.  Then  it  turns 
into  a long,  sad  howl.  One  coyote  begins 
and  perhaps  two  will  answer,  then  the  others 
join  in  like  a glee  club.  It  is  as  if  they  said, 
‘Come  on,  boys,  let’s  have  a hunt.’  If  they 
are  very  hungry  and  food  is  scarce,  they  will 
travel  many  miles  before  morning,  sniffing 
here  and  there  with  their  keen  noses  for 
something  to  devour. 

“ Perhaps  it  was  the  howling  of  our  pet 
coyotes  that  brought  a wild  one  to  our  ranch. 
Our  chickens  began  to  disappear  and  we  set 
a trap  for  him,  but,  as  I said,  a coyote  seldom 
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gets  caught  in  a trap.  He  can  smell  the 
hands  of  a man  on  an  object  several  days 
afterward,  and  a coyote  keeps  far  from  any- 
thing a man  has  touched. 

Never  mind/  said  Lem,  when  we 
thought  we  should  never  trap  this  night 
prowler.  ‘ He  will  soon  get  bold  enough  to 
come  in  the  daytime,  and  then  we  can  shoot 
him/  When  a coyote  gets  a taste  of  good, 
fresh  chicken  night  after  night,  he  becomes 
very  greedy. 

“ Sure  enough,  one  day  I heard  a noise  in 
the  hencoop.  There  was  the  coyote,  in  broad 
daylight,  with  a rooster  in  his  mouth.  My 
gun  was  ready  and  the  greedy  beast  soon 
paid  for  being  a thief.” 

“ What  became  of  the  pets?  ” asked  Daniel. 

“I  never  knew,”  said  the  Hunter.  “Lem 
left  the  place  soon  after  that,  and  we  made 
him  take  them  with  him.  Goodness,  it  is 
getting  late.  I believe  I have  told  you  two 
stories  to-day.  Now,  that  will  never  do. 
There  will  be  an  end  to  them  soon. 

“ Good  night,  Waldo.  You  grow  up  and 
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be  a good  honest  dog,  and  don’t  you  play 
any  of  those  sneaking  coyote  tricks  like  your 
cousins’  when  you  get  big.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Draw  the  picture  of  a coyote  with  a hen  in  his 
mouth. 

2.  Why  do  you  think  that  dogs  howl? 

3.  Name  all  the  kinds  of  animals  that  like  to  eat 
chicken. 

4.  How  is  the  dog  family  different  from  the  cat  family? 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

THE  BABY  BEARS 

SPHERE  was  a late  snowstorm  that  spring 
and  the  Hunter  came  out  to  the  cottage. 

“ This  is  about  my  last  visit ,”  he  said. 
“ To-day  I have  a bear  story  for  you. 

“ There  are  a couple  of  baby  bears  over  at 
the  circus  grounds.  Last  winter  the  keeper 
allowed  the  old  ones  to  hole  up  for  the  winter, 
and  this  spring  he  looked  in  and  found  the 
little  ones.” 

“Oh,  my!”  said  Daniel;  “will  he  let  me 
in  to  see  them  some  day?  Do  all  the  bears 
sleep  in  the  winter?  ” 

“Nearly  all  except  those  that  live  in  warm 
climates.  When  there  is  snow  on  the  ground 
there  is  nothing  for  bears  to  eat,  so  they 
know  how  to  prepare  for  winter.  All  summer 
they  wander  about  eating  almost  anything  in 
sight.  Some  of  them  fish  in  the  rivers  with 
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their  paws.  Others  with  their  strong  claws 
tear  up  stumps  and  grass,  to  get  ants  and 
snakes  and  wood  mice.  A bear  likes  fruit 
and  vegetables  as  well  as  meat.  He  will 
even  eat  grass  and  dig  wild  roots.  Berries 
and  honey  are  his  delight.  I have  seen  a 
bear  stand  on  his  hind  feet  and  pull  vines 
toward  him  and  gobble  blackberries,  leaves 
and  all,  as  fast  as  he  could  pull  them  off 
the  vines. 

“ Wherever  there  is  a camp,  you  may  find 
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A Bear’s  Paw 


them  nosing  over  the  garbage  heaps.  In 
Yellowstone  Park  they  used  to  visit  the  gar- 
bage piles  every  day.  One  morning  when  I 
was  there  the  cook  found  that  a bear  had 
been  in  the  kitchen  the  night  before.  He 
had  upset  the  tables  and  chairs  and  cleaned 
out  the  pantry.  There  was  very  little  left  for 
breakfast  that  morning.  A few  days  later 
a young  bear  was  discovered  in  the  kitchen 
tent  drinking  milk  from  a pitcher.  The 
camp  people  were  troubled  all  that  summer. 
Often  when  the  kitchen  was  locked,  the  bears 
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would  climb  on  the  supply  wagons  at  night 
and  eat  bread  and  dried  fruit.  They  tore 
open  sacks  of  flour  and  oatmeal  and  scattered 
them  about.” 

“ Did  they  come  into  your  tent?  ” asked 
Daniel. 

“ No,  they  were  after  food,”  said  the  Hunter. 

“ In  the  fall  bears  eat  a great  many  nuts 
and  roots  and  are  happy  if  they  can  get  a 
fat  young  animal.  When  my  father  lived 
on  the  border,  they  often  stole  his  young 
pigs  and  calves.  They  eat  and  eat  until 
they  get  very  fat,  and  when  they  have 
put  on  layers  and  layers  of  fat  under  their 
coarse,  heavy  hair,  they  begin  to  be  very 
sleepy.  As  cold  weather  comes  on,  they  hunt 
for  a snug  dark  place  to  spend  the  winter. 

“ The  big  polar  bear  in  the  far  north  hides 
in  the  rocks  and  is  soon  covered  by  the  snow. 
Her  body  and  warm  breath  melt  a hole 
through  the  drift  to  let  in  air,  and  there 
she  sleeps  until  spring.  Then  she  can  fish 
in  the  rivers  again  and  find  seals  along  the 
beaches. 
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“The  black  and  grizzly  bears  also  find  dens. 
They  hunt  a cave  in  the  rocks  or  make  a 
tent  of  the  branches  of  a fallen  tree.  There 
they  dig  a nice  hollow  in  the  ground  and 
snuggle  down  into  a warm  nest.  They  need 
no  food  but  live  upon  the  fat  stored  on 
their  bodies  until  spring.  Once  when  I was 
hunting  I found  a black  bear  asleep  in  a 
hollow  log. 

“ In  the  dark  holes  in  the  winter  the  bear 
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babies,  usually  twins,  are  born.  The  babies 
are  very  small,  for  they  weigh  less  than  a 
pound.  You  would  never  guess  to  see  one 
that  he  was  a baby  bear.  He  looks  more  like 
a little  pink  and  white  pig. 

“The  baby  bears  are  blind  for  several  days, 
but  they  begin  to  eat  and  grow,  and  soon  a 
soft  downy  fur  appears  to  keep  them  warm. 
When  they  are  about  three  months  old,  their 
coats  are  about  the  color  of  a gray  mouse ; 
but  in  the  spring  when  their  mother  brings 
them  out  into  the  world,  their  hair  is  coarse 
and  they  are  quite  bear-like. 

“When  spring  comes  the  poor  mother  is 
very  thin,  hungry,  and  cross.  There  is  little 
to  eat.  She  puts  her  ear  close  to  the  ground 
and  hears  the  mice  and  ground  squirrels  in 
their  runways.  With  her  sharp  claws  she 
tears  up  the  grass  and  captures  them.  Per- 
haps she  follows  a stream  or  river  and 
finds  frogs  along  the  bank.  Bears  make 
trails  through  the  woods  and  use  the  same 
roads  over  and  over.  Trappers  set  traps 
for  them  along  these  trails/’ 
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“ Did  you  ever  have  a pet  bear?  ” asked 
Daniel. 

“ Oh,  yes,  I have  had  several.  One  spring 
I found  two  furry  young  cubs  among  the 
rocks ; they  were  most  cunning  pets.  They 
played  together,  rolling  over  and  over  like 
kittens.  They  drank  milk  from  a bottle 
and  walked  about  on  their  hind  feet  as  well 
as  on  all  fours.  With  a lump  of  sugar  I 
could  get  them  to  march  all  around  their 
pen. 

“ As  they  grew  older  they  were  rather  rough 
playmates.  Their  teeth  and  claws  were  so 
sharp  that  they  tore  my  clothing,  and  they 
would  have  bitten  off  my  fingers  if  I had 
given  them  a chance.  I kept  them  in  a rail 
pen  with  plenty  of  sunshine. 

“One  day  they  got  out  and  found  a bee- 
hive. All  bears  like  honey,  and  my  pets 
smelled  it  in  this  hive.  They  pushed  with 
their  little  noses  until  the  hive  was  overturned. 
And  then  how  the  bees  stung  them,  all 
around  their  eyes  and  noses ! There  was 
a brook  close  by  and  the  little  bears  ran  to 
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“Where  is  that  sugar?” 

the  water.  Soon  the  bees  were  drowned ; 
but  I found  the  little  bears  with  noses  puffed 
and  sore,  and  eyes  swollen  shut.  This  was 
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their  first  lesson  that  their  favorite  dish  is 
often  full  of  sharp,  stabbing  stings. ” 

“I  think  I like  the  bears  the  best  of  all 
the  animals  unless  it  is  the  monkeys ,”  said 
Daniel.  “Are  there  other  animals  besides 
the  coons  and  bears  that  sleep  all  winter?  ” 
“ Yes,  there  are  woodchucks  and  squirrels. 
There  are  many  poor  animals  who  half  starve 
in  the  winter  that  may  well  wish  they  could 
follow  this  example.’ ’ 

“You  are  such  a good  friend  and  story 
teller,”  said  Daniel  as  the  Hunter  rose  to  go, 
“that  I shall  miss  you  this  summer.” 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  What  animal  mother  do  you  think  takes  the  best 
care  of  her  babies?  Give  your  reasons. 

2.  What  babies  are  most  helpless? 

3.  Which  are  the  ones  that  can  first  get  along  without 
their  parents? 

4.  Why  do  not  bears  that  hole  up  in  the  winter  starve? 

5.  Draw  a picture  of  a bear. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

BABY  BUNNIES 


rpHE  days  grew  brighter  and  warmer  and 
at  last  Daniel  had  the  splint  off  his 
leg.  He  still  used  his  crutches  when  he  went 
outside  the  house. 

One  Saturday  Martin  came  down  for  the 
week  end  and  the  three  boys  went  down  in- 
to the  orchard  to  see  what  they  could  find. 
There  was  a wild  canary’s  nest  in  a young 
apple  tree  very  near  the  ground.  Even 
Daniel  was  able  to  reach  up  and  look  in  and 
count  the  pale  blue  eggs. 

“ That  looks  like  Dora  Robin  in  the  peach 
tree,”  said  David.  “ I wonder  where  she 
and  Don  built  their  second  nest.” 

“Look,  there  is  Molly  Cottontail!”  called 
Martin,  as  a rabbit  hopped  out  of  the  grass 
and  ran  down  toward  the  fence.  The  boys 
watched  to  see  her  leap  through  the  rails 
and  disappear ; but  instead  she  sat  up  very 
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straight  and  looked  back  through  the  grass. 
Twice  she  dropped  down  on  all  fours  and 
thumped  both  hind  feet  very  hard  on  the 
ground. 

“ She  must  have  a nest  near  by  with  some 
young  bunnies,”  said  Daniel.  “The  Hunter 
told  me  she  makes  a nest  in  the  grass  and 
leaves,  and  covers  her  babies  up  so  you  would 
never  suspect  a nest  is  there.  She  lines  the 
nest  with  hair  pulled  from  her  own  breast 
and  comes  at  night  to  uncover  and  feed  the 
bunnies.  Often  when  she  covers  them  up 
again  some  of  the  gray  hair  sticks  out,  so 
that  is  the  way  to  find  them.” 

“ Sit  down  and  keep  your  eye  on  Molly 
and  we  will  look  for  the  nest,”  said  David. 

Martin  and  David  scratched  about  among 
the  leaves  for  nearly  an  hour,  moving  them 
very  gently  with  long  sticks.  Molly  sat  all 
the  time  watching. 

But  it  was  Waldo  who  found  the  rabbit’s 
nest.  At  the  root  of  a big  apple  tree  he 
was  digging  up  the  leaves  with  all  his  might. 
Martin  saw  a bunch  of  blue-gray  fur.  David 
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held  the  dog  while  Martin  dropped  on 
his  knees  and  poked  his  fingers  under  the 
leaves.  The  leaves  and  grass  were  lifted  up 
and  there  in  a nest  of  fur  was  a little 
wriggling  heap  of  skinny  things,  all  heads 
and  legs.  When  Daniel  came  they  counted 
them.  There  were  eight  little,  blind,  naked 
bunnies. 

“ They  are  too  small  to  take  away  from  the 
nest.  We  will  wait  until  they  get  some  fur/’ 
said  Martin.  They  covered  the  babies  gently 
and  marked  the  spot  with  a crooked  stick. 
Molly  still  watched  from  the  fence  corner. 
She  thumped  her  feet  on  the  ground  very  hard. 

“Poor  Molly,  she  can’t  fight;  she  can  only 
run  away,”  said  Daniel.  “ They  say  a rabbit 
has  no  courage ; but  look  at  her.” 

Daniel  learned  more  about  Molly  the  next 
week.  There  is  really  no  braver  mother  in 
all  the  fields  than  Molly  Cottontail.  She 
feeds  the  family  just  at  dark  and  tucks  them 
in  for  the  night  with  orders  to  keep  very 
quiet.  Then  she  stays  not  far  away  to  watch 
for  owls  and  skunks.  If  it  is  a small  enemy 
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Baby  Bunnies 

that  appears  she  rushes  to  meet  it,  stamping 
the  ground  with  her  feet.  But  if  a dog  comes 
along,  she  sticks  up  her  little  bunch  of  a 
tail  to  show  the  white  fur  underneath.  She 
runs  back  and  forth  across  his  path,  in 
order  to  get  him  away  from  the  nest  until  he 
turns  to  chase  her.  Then  away  she  shoots 
through  the  bushes  and  into  the  brush  where 
she  hides  in  one  of  her  secret  trails,  and 
the  little  rabbit  home  is  saved. 
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This  is  what  Daniel  saw  one  afternoon  as 
he  sat  alone  in  the  orchard.  He  heard  a 
funny  noise  down  near  the  apple  tree  — 
first  a grunting  and  then  a sharp  “ thud-thud- 
thud  ” on  the  ground.  Then  he  saw  Puffball 
crouching  near  the  rabbit  nest.  The  cat  had 
smelled  out  the  baby  bunnies  and  was 

licking  his  chops  to  think  how  good  they 
would  taste. 

But  Molly  Cottontail  did  not  need  • any 
help  to  defend  her  children.  She  leaped  right 
across  the  back  of  the  startled  cat.  Puffball 
squatted  flat  to  avoid  a blow  from  the 

rabbit’s  feet.  The  cat’s  tail  grew  large  and 

the  hair  stood  up  on  his  back  as  the  rabbit 
leaped  over  him  a second  time,  but  as  Molly 
went  over  him  she  gave  him  such  a terrible 
whack  on  the  head  that  he  was  sent  endwise. 
The  cat  was  on  his  feet  at  once,  but  only  to 
receive  another  blow  from  Molly’s  foot  on  his 
ear.  This  sent  him  sprawling  again.  Back 
and  forth  a dozen  times  went  Molly,  and  with 
every  bound  she  landed  a blow  with  her 

strong  hind  feet.  The  yellow  fur  flew,  and  as 
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soon  as  he  could  get  away  Puffball  ran  for 
the  house  as  fast  as  he  could  go.  Every  bit 
of  fight  was  kicked  out  of  him. 

A rabbit  never  chases  anything  himself 
but  he  is  always  on  the  lookout  for  some  one 
who  is  going  to  chase  him.  His  ears  are 
large  and  move  about  as  he  feeds,  to  catch 
any  sound.  There  is  fur  on  the  bottom  of 
his  feet  so  he  can  move  about  without  a 
sound.  He  makes  no  noise  except  a soft 
squeak,  but  when  he  is  seized  by  a dog  he 
has  been  heard  to  scream. 

It  was  all  Daniel  could  do  to  let  the  rabbit 
nest  alone  until  the  next  Saturday,  but  he 
had  promised  to  wait  until  Martin  came 
back.  When  they  opened  the  nest  again  the 
rabbits  were  furry  and  very  cunning.  Their 
bright  eyes  shone  and  their  long  ears  were 
very  funny.  They  could  see  now  and  they 
kicked  their  legs  and  sniffed  with  their  little 
noses. 

One  morning  Daniel  found  one  of  the  little 
Cottontails  outside  the  nest.  He  went  at 
once  to  the  pile  of  leaves,  but  the  little  rabbits 
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were  all  gone.  They  had  followed  the  white 
flag  on  their  mother’s  tail  into  the  tall  grass 
where  she  had  a little  runway.  This  runway 
led  to  a hiding  place  under  the  tree  roots 
or  in  a bunch  of  grass. 

“If  we  could  lift  the  grass  cover  off  all  of 
this  orchard/’  said  the  Hunter  one  day, 
“you  would  be  surprised  to  see  how  many 
small  creatures  live  here.  Underneath  there 
are  all  kinds  of  secret  runways.  The  rabbit 
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paths  cross  those  of  the  blind  little  moles  and 
those  of  the  field  mice.  Each  one  follows  his 
own  path  by  smell.  Hawks  and  owls  have 
keen  eyes  to  see  any  movement  in  the  grass, 
and  often  seek  these  little  creatures  out  and 
snatch  them  with  their  sharp  claws.  But 
Mother  Rabbit’s  ears  are  always  twitching. 
She  has  some  helpers,  too.  The  blue  jays 
and  the  squirrels  and  even  the  crows  are 
on  the  watch  for  the  pirates  of  the  air, 
and  when  a hawk  appears  they  warn  Molly 
with  their  sharp  screams  that  trouble  is 
near. 

“ When  Mother  Molly  moves  her  ears 
suddenly  the  babies  hide,  for  they  know  the 
danger  signal,”  said  the  Hunter.  “Then 
Molly  lays  her  ears  flat  on  her  back  and 
leaps  off  through  the  bushes  to  lead  the 
enemy  away  from  her  young.” 

When  the  bunnies  grew  a little  older 
Molly  took  them  into  the  vegetable  garden. 
One  day  Mary  came  in  and  said  she  saw  one 
sitting  under  a big  dock  leaf.  “I  thought 
he  was  dead,”  she  said,  “ for  he  sat  as  still 


228 


SCIENCE  READER 


as  a wooden  rabbit  until  I almost  had  my 
hands  on  him.” 

“They  ‘ freeze/  ” said  Daniel;  “I  read 
about  it  in  a book.  When  a rabbit  is 
cornered  and  cannot  run  away  he  1 freezes.’ 
He  thinks  if  he  keeps  perfectly  still,  no  one 
will  see  him,  and  many  times  his  enemy  passes 
him  by.” 

Molly  raised  two  other  families  that 
summer  and  kept  them  all  hidden  in  the 
orchard.  The  older  bunnies  lived  in  the 
garden  that  summer,  and  on  sunny  days  in 
the  winter  you  might  have  seen  their  cunning 
tracks  in  the  snow  leading  to  some  old  logs 
and  stumps  down  in  the  wood  lot. 

Now  Daniel  was  proud  to  put  another 
story  in  his  book  signed  — “ Daniel  Reynolds 
Brown.” 


Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  When  is  a mother  bunny  brave? 

2.  How  does  she  fight  ? 

3.  What  do  you  suppose  she  teaches  her  babies? 

4.  Do  you  know  of  any  harm  that  rabbits  do  ? 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 
THE  BABY  CAMEL 

'EY  G.  came  with  the  car  one  day  for  another 
trip  to  the  zoo. 

“I  have  a surprise  for  you,”  she  said,  “a 
new  baby  to  visit.  It  is  one  you  have  never 
seen  before.  Can  you  guess?  ” 

The  boys  kept  guessing  all  the  way  into 
the  city,  but  they  were  not  sure  to  what  cage 
they  were  going.  Finally  James  took  the 
road  leading  to  the  large  pens  where  the 
elephants  and  camels  were  kept. 

“ It  must  be  a baby  camel.  He  will  surely 
be  a queer-looking  baby,”  said  Daniel. 

It  was  a baby  camel  standing  beside  his 
mother  and  looking  so  exactly  like  her  except 
for  the  humps  that  the  boys  laughed  aloud. 
With  his  eyes  half  closed  he  stood  like  a rock 
and  looked  neither  to  right  nor  left. 

There  he  stood  most  of  the  afternoon  until 
he  got  hungry.  The  little  fellow  fed  like  a 
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calf.  The  only  sign  of  life  he  showed  was 
when  he  poked  his  little  nose  into  his 
mother’s  udder. 

“ He  looks  like  a crooked  overgrown  lamb,” 
said  Martin,  who  had  been  driving  in  the 
country  and  had  seen  the  young  lambs  in 
the  fields. 

“ Such  a stupid-looking  fellow,”  said  David. 
“His  head  is  flat  and  there  is  only  a big 
curve  in  his  back  instead  of  a hump.” 

“ The  hump  comes  later,”  said  the  keeper. 
“It  is  a big  storehouse  of  fat  on  which  the 
camel  lives  when  there  is  no  other  food.  His 
mother  has  two  humps.  She  was  one  of  the 
pack-train  animals  when  she  lived  on  the 
desert  and  has  carried  as  much  as  a thousand 
pounds  on  her  back.” 

“Then  she  could  carry  all  of  us  at  once,” 
said  Martin. 

“Yes,  if  you  could  stick  on.  You  would 
like  better  to  ride  on  the  back  of  the  racing 
camel.  He  has  only  one  hump,  but  he  can 
go  a hundred  miles  in  a day.  These  animals 
are  made  for  the  desert  where  there  is  very 
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Baby  Camel  and  its  Mother 


little  food  and  water.  The  hump  supplies 
food  and  an  extra  supply  of  water  is  carried 
in  the  stomach.  Look  at  their  heavy  eyelids 
with  the  long  lashes.  That  is  to  keep  out 
the  sand.  There  is  also  an  extra  eyelid 
through  which  the  camel  can  see.  This  he 
pulls  down  in  a bad  sandstorm.  The  ears 
are  very  small,  but  the  camel  depends  upon 
his  sense  of  smell.  He  can  scent  water  a 
long  distance. 
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“ His  sharp  front  teeth  and  strong  back 
ones  can  eat  the  branches  of  shrubs,  and  his 
lips  are  protected  by  hair  so  that  the  camel 
can  eat  even  the  cactus  plant  with  its  sharp 
spines.  Those  pads  on  the  knees  protect 
him  when  kneeling  in  the  burning  sand,  and 
there  are  cushions  on  the  bottom  of  the 
broad  feet  to  keep  him  from  sinking  in  as  he 
walks.  No  wonder  the  desert  people  call 
the  camel  the  gift  of  Allah.  Allah  is  their 
god. 

“ Men  use  the  long  hair  on  the  camel’s 
neck  to  weave  cloth  and  make  the  finest 
paintbrushes.  The  natives  of  Africa  also  use 
the  camel’s  milk  and  eat  his  flesh.  In  a 
way  he  is  much  more  useful  than  the  horse 
but  is  not  so  pleasant  a pet.  While  the  camel 
is  very  patient  and  faithful,  he  is  a cross, 
surly  animal. 

“ Come,  and  I will  give  you  a ride.  We 
will  not  trouble  the  mother  camel,  but  here  is 
a riding  camel  that  will  take  you  around  the 
pen.  He  is  the  motor  bus  of  the  desert  and 
the  two-humped  camel  is  the  baggage  car.” 
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David  and  Martin  went  into  the  pen  while 
F.  G.  and  Daniel  looked  on  from  the  car. 

“ Kneel !”  called  the  keeper,  striking  the 
camel’s  knees  with  his  stick.  The  camel 
grunted  and  folded  its  long  legs  under  its 
body  and  lay  down  so  the  boys  could  mount. 
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“ Hold  tight ! ” said  the  keeper  as  he  gave 
the  camel  the  signal  to  rise.  The  boys  rocked 
back  and  forth  like  a boat  on  the  waves. 
They  held  tightly  to  each  other  as  if  they 
feared  they  would  pitch  over  the  head  of  the 
camel.  F.  G.  and  Daniel  laughed  to  see 
them. 

But  now  they  were  up  and  moving,  and  the 
camel  started  off  at  a fine  pace.  Around  the 
pen  they  went  a dozen  times. 

“ How  old  will  the  baby  camel  be  before 
you  can  train  it?  ” asked  David,  when  the 
ride  was  over. 

“When  it  is  about  two  years  old  we  will 
teach  it  to  kneel  by  striking  it  on  the  knees. 
Little  by  little  we  will  get  it  used  to  a pack, 
first  by  strapping  a blanket  on  its  back  and 
then  by  adding  to  the  load,  a little  at  a time.” 

But  now  the  baby  camel  grew  tiresome,  for 
he  was  stupid  and  sleepy. 

“ Suppose  we  go  to  visit  our  other  friends,” 
said  F.  G. 

“Let’s  go  and  see  the  baby  monkey,” 
said  Daniel. 
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The  baby  monkey  was  as  lively  as  the 
camel  was  stupid.  He  had  grown  to  half 
the  size  of  his  mother  and  no  longer  stayed 
on  her  back  but  flew  about  the  cage  and 
climbed  up  to  swing  on  the  bars. 

The  baby  lions,  too,  were  as  large  as  dogs. 
They  had  changed  so  much  that  F.  G.  and 
Daniel  could  not  tell  Jerry  from  Hero. 

They  drove  from  cage  to  cage,  seeing  all 
their  old  friends,  and  stopped  atF.  G.’s  house 
for  lunch  and  a visit  with  the  parrot. 

“ Hello  Polly ! — I love  Polly ! — You  ?re 
another!”  scolded  the  bird  as  she  saw  the 
three  boys. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  Why  is  the  camel  the  best  animal  to  use  on  the 
desert  ? 

2.  How  do  they  train  a camel? 

3.  Which  would  you  rather  ride,  a camel  or  an  ele- 
phant ? Why  ? 

4.  Name  all  the  animals  that  man  has  tamed  for  his 


use. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

ALLIGATORS  AND  MUD  TURTLES 

T^.  G.  brought  a wooden  box  to  the 
cottage  one  morning.  In  it  was  a baby 
alligator  that  a friend  had  brought  to  her 
from  the  south.  She  let  it  out  on  the  floor 
and  Waldo  and  Puffball  stood  back  and 
looked  at  it  with  great  surprise.  The  baby 
alligator  had  a great  big  mouth,  a tail,  and 
four  short  legs.  It  liked  the  warm  room 
and  went  to  sleep  as  soon  as  it  was  put  back 
in  the  box. 

“ This  baby  alligator  may  grow  to  be  as 
long  as  this  room  some  day,”  said  F.  G. 
“ About  the  warm  lakes  in  Florida  I have 
seen  many  alligators.  The  big  ones  opened 
their  great  mouths  wide  enough  to  swallow 
me.  There  used  to  be  hundreds  of  them. 
But  when  men  found  that  their  skins  made 
beautiful  leather  purses  and  bags,  so  many 
were  killed  that  they  have  become  very 
scarce. 
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Alligators 


“Now  men  raise  them  on  alligator  farms 
for  the  sake  of  their  skins.  The  young  are 
hatched  and  fed  and  kept  in  pools  of  water 
until  they  have  a skin  large  enough  for  a 
bag. 

“ Alligators  are  fed  raw  meat  in  great 
chunks  once  a week.  The  lazy  fellows  sleep 
all  day  and  grow  and  grow.  I remember 
once  seeing  a trick  alligator  climb  up  on  a 
large  slide,  and  when  his  keeper  gave  the 
word  he  slid  down  into  the  water.  You 
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could  hardly  believe  a fellow  that  looks 
as  stupid  as  this  one  could  be  trained  to 
obey  orders. 

“This  little  alligator  was  hatched  from  an 
egg.  In  the  spring  the  mother  alligator  goes 
to  the  bank  of  the  pond  and  makes  a nest 
of  grass  and  mud.  On  this  she  arranges  a 
nice  layer  of  eggs.  She  covers  them  with 
more  grass  and  mud.  Then  she  lays  more 
eggs,  sometimes  a hundred,  sometimes  two 
hundred  in  all.  At  last  she  has  a mound 
which  she  covers  with  more  grass.  The  sun 
and  the  heat  of  the  decaying  grass  hatch  the 
eggs.  The  little  alligators  chip  their  way  out 
of  the  shell  like  chickens. 

“The  mother  watches  for  the  young  when 
they  hatch,  and  leads  them  to  the  water. 
Here  they  have  a hard  time  trying  to  live, 
for  fishes  and  turtles  are  ready  to  gobble 
them  at  every  turn.  This  is  strange,  for  the 
mother  alligator  makes  her  meal  on  fish.” 

“ Do  alligators  ever  hurt  men?  ” asked 
Daniel. 

“No,  they  are  timid  fellows  and  slip  away 
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in  the  water,”  said  F.  G.  “It  is  the  croco- 
diles that  eat  men.” 

“How  do  men  catch  them?”  asked  Daniel. 

“ Sometimes  their  great  jaws  are  tied  with 
a rope  while  they  are  asleep.  Then  they 
strike  with  their  powerful  tails.” 

“ We  have  not  talked  much  about  reptiles,” 
said  F.  G.  “I  confess  I do  not  like  snakes 
and  worms  as  well  as  I do  birds  and  furry 
animals.  Have  you  boys  found  worms  or 


240 


SCIENCE  READER 


snakes  along  the  shore  of  the  lake  that  are 
interesting?  If  you  lived  by  the  seashore 
you  might  expect  to  find  sea  snakes,  because 
some  snakes  live  in  the  salt  water  of  the 
ocean.” 

“ Mary  brought  in  a terrapin  the  other 
day,”  said  Daniel.  “ She  put  it  on  the  porch, 
but  it  drew  its  head  and  legs  into  its  shell 
and  would  not  come  out.  At  last  she  got  a 
tub  of  water  and  it  swam  about  and  we  had 
lots  of  fun.” 

“ Turtles  are  great  swimmers  also,”  said 
F.  G.,  “and  it  is  surprising  how  fast  they 
can  get  over  the  ground.  You  could  find 
many  of  them  among  the  lily  pads  on  the 
banks  of  this  little  lake.  The  mother  turtle 
likes  the  water  but,  like  the  alligator,  she 
goes  away  from  it  to  lay  her  eggs. 

“A  friend  of  mine  who  was  living  in  this 
cottage  one  summer  got  up  one  morning  and 
took  his  book  to  sit  out  beside  the  lake. 
Everything  was  busy  that  warm  spring  day, 
and  soon  he  saw  a big  turtle  climb  up  the 
bank  and  walk  off  into  a plowed  field. 
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Turtles 


“ She  wandered  about  in  the  loose  dirt  for 
some  time  and  tried  one  place  and  then 
another.  Finally  she  found  a nice,  soft  spot 
and  wriggled  herself  in  backward  almost  out 
of  sight.  Her  shell  barely  showed  above  the 
ground.  Here  she  stayed  for  a long  time. 
Later  my  friend  found  a number  of  round 
white  eggs.  He  brought  the  turtle  eggs  home 
in  a box  of  sand  for  me  to  taste.  Some 
people  like  them  as  well  as  hens’  eggs.” 
“The  little  turtles  must  be  very  cunning,” 
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said  Daniel.  “ I wish  I knew  more  about 
snakes  and  worms.  When  Mary  was  sweep- 
ing the  walk  the  other  day  she  found  a 
mother  snake  lying  in  the  sun  with  a lot 
of  little  ones.” 

“ There  is  no  end  to  the  strange,  interesting 
things  we  may  see  every  time  we  take  a 
walk,”  said  F.  G.  “ You  are  too  lame  to 
hunt  snakes  and  worms  this  spring,  but  you 
can  see  a great  many  new  birds  when  you  are 
sitting  still.  If  you  had  your  chair  down  in 
the  orchard  and  some  bird  glasses,  you  would 
see  about  fifty  kinds  that  go  through  this 
orchard  in  May.  Many  of  the  warblers  are 
on  their  way  north  to  nest  in  the  pines.” 

The  next  day  a pair  of  field-glasses  and  a 
bird  book  with  colored  pictures  of  the  com- 
mon birds  were  sent  out  to  Daniel,  and 
before  the  month  of  May  was  over  he  had 
seen  thirty  new  birds. 

Things  to  Think  About  and  Do 

1.  How  do  you  think  a battle  between  a hippo  and  a 
big  alligator  would  come  out ? Why? 


CHAPTER  XXX 

THE  BABY  ANIMAL  BOOK  IS  DONE 

rpHE  Hunter  had  gone  to  Canada  to  hunt 
moose  and  the  Birdman  was  camping 
in  the  mountains.  And  now  it  was  September 
again,  and  the  cabin  by  the  lake  must  be 
left,  for  it  was  time  to  go  back  to  school. 
Best  of  all  Daniel  was  ready  for  school.  He 
could  not  run  with  David  and  Martin,  but 
he  walked  very  well  and  his  crutches  were  no 
longer  needed. 

“It  is  splendid  to  go  to  school  again  and 
I am  very  happy,  but  I am  afraid  my  animal 
book  will  not  grow  any  more.  I shall  have 
to  work  so  hard  to  catch  up  with  Martin 
and  David.” 

His  mother  smiled,  for  she  knew  something 
Daniel  did  not.  While  the  other  boys  had 
been  learning  their  lessons  day  by  day  and 
playing  games  after  school,  Daniel  had 
worked  so  hard  on  his  typewriter  at  home 
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and  had  read  so  many  animal  books  that  he 
was  ready  to  enter  school  in  the  same  grade 
with  the  other  boys. 

The  Baby  Animal  Book  with  which  he  had 
worked  so  happily  had  proved  to  be  some- 
thing more  than  play.  Daniel  had  learned 
his  lessons  every  day  as  well  as  if  he  had 
been  in  the  school-room  and  had  spent  more 
time  in  study  than  his  brother. 

Instead  of  one  teacher  he  had  had  four. 
F.  G.  had  taught  him  the  secrets  of  the  zoo, 
the  Hunter  had  taken  him  around  the  world, 
and  the  Birdman  had  taught  him  to  see  and 
love  all  the  little  birds  and  animals  close 
about  him,  while  his  mother  was  ever  ready 
to  do  the  rest. 

“ Next  summer,”  said  Daniel,  as  he  put  his 
Animal  Book  away  very  lovingly,  “I  am 
going  to  make  a flower  book  and  learn  to 
name  every  blossom  I meet.” 

“That  will  be  splendid  and  we  will  all  help 
you,”  said  David  and  Martin  and  F.  G. 
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